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Letters To The Editor 


WAITING ROOM READERS 


This letter is easy to write even though Tan 
Conressions has been an added expense to the 
regular cost of my waiting room magazines. 

For the past four or five months or rather 
since | became acquainted with TaN ConrFEs- 
sions, | have found it necessary to purchase 
four to six copies because my patients either 
jnadvertently or intentionally continue read- 
ing it after they leave the office. It pleases me 
to know that the patients enjoy the book to 
such an extent as there is no dissatisfaction 
upon a delayed appointment. 

I shall continue to buy as many Tan Con- 
FESSIONS as necessary to keep one in the wait- 
ing room the entire month. 
Dr. Millard R. Dean 

Washington, D. C. 


WANTS AVERAGE NEGROES 


I have found your magazine to be one of 


| great interest and enjoyment. I would like to 


congratulate you and your staff on the fine job 


- you have done. 


My friends and | sincerely hope that your 
magazine could be published weekly instead of 
once a month. We have found but one fault 
with your magazine, the covers. Why can’t 
they be based more on the average Negro? | 
seem to find them based more on the few, the 
well-born and the able. 

Jean Delaney 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 


‘I MARRIED A TAN YANK’ 


I have just finished reading your March issue 
of TaN ConFessions which I enjoyed very 
much. I am a tan GI now in Korea and | 
know I express the opinion of all the GI’s in 
my battalion when | say that your magazine is 
superb. It is what we GI’s call “the link to 
the outside world.” It has human interest. 

The story, “I Married a Tan Yank,” attract- 
ed the attention of every GI because it was 
about a GI. People like to read about things 
that they are affiliated with. 

Pvt. Johnnie L. Baskin 


Korea 


It was with much interest and admiration 
that I read-your March issue of TAN ConreEs- 
SIONS, particularly the story “I Married a Tan 
Yank,” as it was written by Hazel Byrne Simp- 
kins. Mrs. Simpkins, the English war bride, 
must be a very fine person, writing so under- 
standingly about the colored people and their 
plight. 

I’m taking this opportunity to thank her, 
both for her moving story and the courage she 
has shown—as well as for the fine passage in 
her story relating those kind words about Mar- 
garet, her colored friend. It so happens that | 
met Margaret (the daughter of boxer Len 
Johnson) while visiting Manchester, serving 
with the American Merchant Marine. I know 
Margaret is all that Mrs. Simpkins says, true 
blue if I may use the expression. 

Edward Guidry, Jr. 
Aboard The S.S. Green Wave 
England 


BEST ON MARKET 


Tan ConFEssions is my idea of a literary 
treat. I can hardly wait each month for the 
next edition. I know I am justified in saying 
that your magazine satisfies and aids me and a 
great number of my friends. I am not being 
prejudiced when I say that your magazine is 
the best of its kind on the market. 

It really does my heart good to see your 
Magazine in the book racks and on the end 
tables of the various homes I often visit. I get 
80 engrossed and enthused over the stories that 


I just can’t tear myself away from it until I 
have absorbed and digested each and every 
wonderful and suspense-filled story. 

While I’m in the complimentary mood, let 
me compliment your models and photographers 
on their wonderful achievements. The facial 
expressions of the models are really wonderful 
and appealing to the eye. Too, let me con- 
gratulate the writers and composers on the 
excellent grammatical and literary entertain- 
ment. Each story makes you feel just as if you 
are the person or persons being featured. Each 
story gives one food for thought and perhaps 
later on in life helps one to cope with the same 
sort of problems that your magazine characters 
face. Please don’t start serializing your ar- 
ticles unless you want me and a thousand other 
admirers of Tan ConFessions to die of sus- 
pense. 

I think one of the greatest reasons for your 
magazine’s high sales is this: although your 
writers have huge vocabularies, they have 
enough wisdom to write the story so that even 
a child of little learning will be able to com- 
prehend the story and its meaning. I really 
have loads of fun finding and defining new 
words in the stories. 

In closing, let me congratulate you on my 
favorite story, “Mother Was My Rival.” The 
author of the story is really a gifted writer and 
can write for me any time. [ still can’t under- 
stand how in the world a person with any in- 
telligence could label such a fine magazine as 
Tan ConFEssions as “trash.” How dare they! 

Leslie Carl Driggins 
Chester, Pa. 


SANATORIUM READERS 


I have been confined to a sanatorium for 
ten months and I have just read TaN ConrFeEs- 
sions for the first time. 

Being in such a large institution of this kind, 
I was amazed to find that your magazine is a 
big hit with all the patients here. 

I’m especially thrilled because this type of 
magazine offers unlimited possibilities to the 
Negro women and men who are interested in 
modeling as a profession. 

Perry Lee Blackwell 
Olive View, Calif. 


SMALL TOWN FANS 


I am one of those weekly visitors to the 
newsstand and reading is one of my hobbies. 
However, I must admit that I really am sorry 
that I have discovered the magazine I most en- 
joy reading. I live in a small town now and 
buy my reading material from a white news- 
stand because it is the only one in walking 
distance which is no closer than three miles 
from my residence. 

Knowing that I was a constant reader of 
magazines, I had been asked by a co-worker if 
I had ever read Tan Conressions. My an- 
swer was no. I just happened to be in the 
newsstand when the deliveryman was there and 
he only left six copies. I immediately bought 
one and although my husband continually gets 
after me about being a bookworm, when he 
learned about some of the things in Tan Con. 
FESSIONS, he too was amazed. 

What attracted me most was that I am get- 
ting the chance to read about my people. It 
is the best book that I have ever read and | 
hope that you will ever be successful in pub- 
lishing what our folk most enjoy and that’s 
something about our own people. 

Those sex stories are really interesting and 
helpful because I, too, learned more than J 
thought possible. 

I am putting in my order for monthly copies 
from the newsstand and will spread the news 
around about the amazing discovery of TAN 


CONFESSIONS. 
Helene E. White 
Frankford, Del. 
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INGREDIENT M-3 TO PROTECT UNDERARMS 
AGAINST ODOR-CAUSING BACTERIA 


Better, longer protection. New Mum 
with M-3 safely protects against bacteria 
that cause underarm odor. What's more, 
it keeps down future bacteria growth. 
You actually build up protection with 
regular exclusive use of new Mum. 


Softer, creamier new Mum smooths on 
easily, doesn’t cake. Contains no harsh 
ingredients to irritate skin. Will not rot 
or discolor finest fabrics. 


Mums delicate new fragrance was cre- 
ated for Mum alone. And gentle new 
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decrease its efficiency. No waste, no 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


ED 5.05 a 2x0 o0 ond.00 0 ess sone Ae eee ana ees < 13 
For Lola marriage to a man of another race brought happiness for the first time. 
But an intolerant world made her choose between her husband and her child. 


I 655 iii, sae gia gible ax bbc ae eed eee aaMaa Mawes 6 3 16 
The gnawing germ of jealousy ate deeply into Carol’s heart everytime Jerry 
looked at another woman and finally she lost her head and almost her husband. 


I i i i id el hardin te am ein ee eke 18 
Pat tried to warn her roommate about Barney and then tried to show him up 
for a heel, but she only set off a chain of tragedy for both girls. 


eer re nn ee ee 20 
Pandy wouldn’t let Jap go after he divorced her—and when she made his new 
wife Sara suspicious, it was almost the beginning of the end for their love. 


DN iin does é od dev esse tiene eReeeehNiadmemeenaenenie 22 
When Gerri won the love of Allen, she thought that his son’s love came as 
part of their marriage but found out how wrong she was. 


EY 5 iia t sd wantwein a9 tbs-o0+40 nee ea eee es 64 30 
Because Liz never had a college education she thought she was beneath Vince. 
Even when he married her, she carried the feeling in her heart. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


3s. tin ccna Saka a By Catherine Basie 5 
Popular bandleader met his wife when she was dancer at 15 but they didn’t 
marry until many more meetings during show business careers. 


Wife who thinks it’s wonderful to be “boss” of family finds reasons to wonder 
whether it’s wise for her to “wear the pants.” 


BOOK-LENGTH SERIAL 
SY id giesndinndnmiea shane ae 40enne-amedtiod By Josephine Baker 26 


In France dancer quickly finds success and falls in love with Paris. Then all 
Europe discovers her art and she becomes toast of Continent. 
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BY CATHERINE BASIE 


_— TWO PEOPLE both actively working in show 

business meet and like each other, it is liable to take 
many months if not years before they are able to enjoy the 
kind of relationship that leads to marriage. That’s the way it 
was with me and Count “Bill” Basie, my husband. We met a 
long time ago, and felt a kind of lingering attraction for one 
another. It took years for us to realize what had happened 
simply because we were both moving in opposite directions 
most of the time. We had few opportunities to get to know 
one another really well, because our engagements seldom 
coincided. When they did we had a wonderful time. But most 
of the time we were separated for long periods by huge 
distances and we were miserable. 

I first met Bill when I was 15 and dancing with the Whit- 
man Sisters show. It was in Philadelphia and Bill was 
playing with the old Bennie Moten band. 

After the Philadelphia engagement ended, the show went 
to New York and the Moten band came along. We worked 
together at the old Lafayette Theater in Harlem, went out 


together a few times mainly to have dinner or sip malted 
milks. That was 20 years ago and we were both delightfully 
young and romantic. 

I shall always remember that week at the Lafayette Theater. 
It was a grand show, with some superb performers in it, like 
Jackie Mabley, that wonderful comedienne. We had a lot of 
fun. After that, we went back to Philadelphia for a week at 
the old Pearl Theater there, and Bill Basie and I saw a lot 
more of each other. Of course, Bill was a few years older 
than I, and he used to kid me about my age. 

I was so young and inexperienced that marriage never 
occurred to me. Certainly I never dreamed that Bill and I 
would eventually find our way to a justice of the peace. It 
happened, but it took a good many years, long months of 
frustrating separations, and periods when neither of us knew 
what was happening to our relationship. 

Fate brought us together again in 1934 at the Harlem Club 
in Kansas City. I was doing a single act then as a fan dancer, 
and Bill and Jimmie Rushing, that (Continued on Page 82) 
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“I’m gonna shoot you, Mommy. & 
You don’t like my daddy.” ? 


.O DOUBT, after reading this, many members of the fortunate I considered myself to be married to a handsome, 
so-called “weaker sex” will consider me a traitor. For, young construction foreman whose income was adequate for 
lling the truth about my own once-unhappy marriage, comfortable middle-class living and who had insisted that | 
\| be revealing a fact which most women would like to give up my job as an operator in a beauty parlor. 
remain a secret. The secret is that it is possible for a Carrying me across the threshold of the charming little 

home Ralph’s savings had purchased, my husband set me 
and jeopardize the whole structure of a marriage. Fan- down, looked into my eyes and said with grave tenderness: 
Well, if anyone should know it can happen, I ought “Well, Gussie, this is it. Our home. And you, darling, are 
t happened to Ralph and me. going to be the boss.” 
om the minute that Ralph and I promised to love, honor I come from an old-fashioned type of home and family 
»bey in the little AME Church in Philadelphia, he was where Dad was the benevolent tyrant whose every decision 
leal husband—devoted, indulgent and unselfish. How went unchallenged. When I was high school age I began to 





observe how Mother catered to Dad’s every whim and 
brought up her children to accept his word as law. Even 
though I had admired the smooth, pleasant relationship be- 
tween my parents, I vowed that when I| got married, I would 
marry a man who was willing to grant me a lot more author- 
ity than Dad allowed Mother. That was the modern way, | 
told myself. Marriage was a partnership and I was sure that 
I was going to be more than a junior partner. And | felt 
Ralph would agree with me on that concept but when he 
started off with that “you’re boss” line, even I was surprised. 

Ralph had appealed to me as the kind of man who would 
make what I visualized as a “good (Continued on Page 78) 



































» By Helen Sides 
Louse YOU be happily married? It 


depends upon your character traits 
and those of your marriage companion 
whether it will be difficult for you to 
make the necessary adjustments for a 
happy marriage. And you can be sure 
there are always adjustments to be made 
because none of us are perfect. 

It’s an old adage that “love is deaf 
and blind,” but I shall attempt to open 
your eyes so that you may see those you 
love through their handwriting. 

Fig. 1. is the writing of a conservative 
person (compressed writing with an ab- 
sence of wide spaces between letter for- 
mations). The writer is practical and 
uses good judgment. Care in selecting 
friends is an outstanding trait (narrow- 
ing in lower loops). Dignity (tall “d” 
retraced stem) and slight sensitivity 
(looped “t” stem) are also shown. 

If you were marrying this person, you 
could always expect her to purchase the 
best. She realizes the value of good 
clothes. But she is practical and is not 
likely to over do. When she selects older 
friends for your social set, avoid criticiz- 


— Ere. 


ote —, — 


ing. rely on her good judgment. Maybe 
she feels these friends will be beneficial 
to you in a business way. Don’t make 
jokes at her expense especially when 
others are present. She puts a great deal 
in her dignity, and her sensitiveness will 
make her unhappy. 

Fig. 2 is a specimen of writing that 
shows executive ability, creativeness and 
originality (wide spaces between lines 
and words, heavy pressure “t” bar, 
broad-topped letters). Enthusiasm, a 
force which creates interest and action is 
also shown (long sweeping strokes). 
This writer is independent and exercises 
freedom from established customs (short 
“d” stem). 

This person can handle any situation 
or business deal well. She is always 
logical, depend- (Continued on Page 67) 
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By Jane Walters 


— SESSION is strictly for the 
dwarfs. Little sister, please sit in. 

The subject is dating and why Mamma 
don’t allow. Or, to put it in the words of 
a more popular ditty, “They try to tell 
us we're too young.” If you are under 15, 
they are probably right. Even gals who 
have reached the ripe old age of 16 and 
17 sometimes get the no-no signal for the 
same reason. 

We have no intentions of sticking our 
necks out by setting an age at which you 
may begin to step out with the boys, nor 
do we have a quarrel with the Old Folks 
about their own private theories on the 
subject, no matter how unreasonable and 
old fashioned they may seem to you. 

The average age for beginning to date 
is 15, but it varies greatly in different 
places, and among different ethnic, social 
and religious groups. For instance, in 
big cities the age may be as young as 14, 
and in small towns, 16 to 17. In the hill- 
billy sections of the south they marry at 
a time when most girls are still in pigtails 
and playing with dolls. There are certain 
straight-laced sections of the north where 
pappy follows Homer into the parlor and 
audits the whole miserable evening with 
pipe in mouth and shotgun across his lap. 

Community mores and what Mr. and 
Mrs. Van Schuyler have set as the proper 
dating age for their little darling, are 
strong influences in determining the pat- 
tern for your social life. A girl who gets 
a rep for being wild, loose and undis- 
ciplined, who is allowed to “run around” 
when she is a little tyke, will not only 
disgrace the good old family name. but 
will have a rough time living down her 
adolescent antics in later years. You’d be 
surprised how it helps your popularity 
rating for the males to know that you 
have parental supervision. It makes you 
a “somebody” instead of a tramp. 

Personal experiences from their own 
childhood may also account for some of 
Mom’s and Dad’s tight-lipped determina- 

tion and is often reflected in the laws they 
lay down for daughter. And your own 
personality, physical development and 


emotional stability may make a differ. 
ence, 

You may be like Mary, who looked 
three years younger than she actually 
was and who had the neighbors saying, 
“What are the Kings up to, letting that 
child go out with men at her age!” 

Or you may be like Jesse who is 13 
and looks like a senior in high school, 
All the fellows think Jesse is at least 16, 
and they continually ask her for dates. 
Telling them that mother said she was 
too young became so embarrassing that 
Jesse and her mother went into a huddle 
and came out with an understanding. 
Jesse, who will be 14 in a few weeks, now 
goes to occasional matinees and after- 
noon parties with that nice Anderson boy 
on the corner. The kids don’t tease her 
any more. 

The main reason parents won’t let you 
date is because they are afraid they can’t 
trust you, afraid that you are too young 
to make decisions and to know how to 
control a difficult situation. If you feel 
that they have underestimated you and 
that you are more mature and reliable 
than they think, why not do as Jesse did? 
Talk it over with them. 

If you have been faithful with your 
music lessons, can be trusted to go down- 
town on errands with large sums of 
money and not stop off at the soda foun- 
tain, and have always told the truth 
about practically everything, then you 
may have a case. You see, this business 
of doing what comes right instead of 
naturally, brings early dividends. A 
background of little white lies, double 
talk, tantrums, hard headedness, snitch- 
ing and cheating, will stand you in poor 
stead in a time like this. 

If you haven’t a good excuse for want- 
ing to change mother’s decision about 
dating—one better than the trite refrain, 
“‘Why can’t I, Mother. All the other girls 
my age do?” then try the next best thing. 
Have the gang over for a party with 
cokes and records. Go on hikes and to 
school affairs and church outings where 
you will be (Continued on Page 60) 
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By Jim Goodrich 


HARLIE PARKER, frisky-toned alto 

sax wizard and leading bop stylist, 
is the most successful exponent of a new 
idea: on popular recordings: jazz solos 
with string backing. First recorded in 
such a setting about a year ago for a 
Mercury album (“Charlie Parker with 
Strings, Volume I’), Yardbird has since 
proved that his quaint but earful sounds 
sell just as well on wax with the support 
of violin, cello, viola and harp as they 
have done so many other times with the 
aid of bop combos. So favorable has 
Parker’s new venture been received by 
jazz fans that recording people were re- 
cently moved to repeat the experiment. 
Result is another album like the first, 
“Charlie Parker With Strings, Volume 
II” is a package of six old favorites 
(Pll Remember April, Easy to Love, 
They Can’t Take That Away From Me, 
I’m in the Mood for Love, East of the 
Sun and You Came Along From Out of 
Nowhere) that will surely appeal to col- 
lectors. 

The new Parker release on Mercury 
demonstrates effectively that the altoist 
can adapt beautifully to the fluid me- 
lodic strains of string backing. Through- 
out the album, Charlie’s horn is marked 
with the same kind of incredible timing, 
changes and soulful expressions that 
first brought wide attention to his play- 
ing as a real work of art. 

Parker is perhaps the one musician 
over whom there is little controversy. 
Expert and lay- (Continued on Page 70) 
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If you and your pal are smitten by the same Sigh Man, should you— 
(_] Date him [] Bow out nobly [(] Suggest a double date 

Let’s say you and your best pal are vacation- plans, you needn’t cower in a corner just 
ing at a Dude Ranch. Gals meet cowboy — because it’s that time. Come slacks, jeans or 
and you’re both “‘gone”’ dogies! If you are datin’ duds, no one will know, with Kotex 
the one he favors, why bow out? Suggest a —for those flat pressed ends prevent reveal- 
double date; your femme friend may have ing outlines—shore ’nuff! And that special 
a pleasant change of heart. Whatever the safety center gives extra protection. 





To be the picture of poise, 
try— 


[] A blase attitude 
L) That “casual” slump 


Pi jj _- 
if wrinkles worry her, 
should she bring — 

[(_] Just denims 

[_] Double-dark sun glasses 

(_] Her new organdie dress 
Your holiday’s better with a bit of la gla- 
mour. So if ‘‘wrinkle-phobia’’ tempts you 
not to pack that dreamy cotton formal— 
here’s news. Now many cottons are crease- 
resistant. Even organdie can shed wrinkles! 
And even at calendar time you can be your 
smooth, unruffled self—with Kotex. For no 
telltale outlines show. With those flat, 
pressed ends you're free from outline-phobia! 
And by trying all 3 Kotex absorbencies you'll 
find Regular, Junior or Super suited to you. 


More women choose KOTEX* 
than all other sanitary napkins 


3 ABSORBENCIES: AR 


You may be a walking posture lesson, but 
how do you fare with a chair? Plop down? 
Recline on the tip of your spine? Lady, be 
seated gracefully, with your weight on the 
foot nearest the chair. ‘‘Sit tall”; keeping 
soles of feet on floor. Correct posture’s a 
poise-magnet. Also helps avoid ‘‘that day” 
discomfort — and you'll feel so at ease when 
you’ve chosen Kotex. For this new softness 
holds its shape. After all, isn’t Kotex made 


to stay soft while you wear it? 








* 7. Mm. REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 


Have you tried Delsey* ? It’s the new bathroom tissue 
PS. yf 


that’s safer because it’s softer. A product as superior 
as Kotex. A tissue as soft and absorbent as Kleenex.* 
(We think that’s the nicest compliment there is.) 
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New...Cream Deodorant 
Keeps Underarms Dry and Odorless 


Here’s why more men and women use Arrid 
than any other deodorant. Used daily as di- 
rected, Arrid gives best results of any deo- 
dorant tested. 

1. Effective, prevents even the appearance 
of perspiration — keeps underarms dry. 

2. Safe, saves clothes from stains. Does not 
rot dresses or men’s shirts. 

3. Removes odor from perspiration on con- 
tact. Keeps underarms odorless. 

4. Mild and gentle for skin. Antiseptic. 


5. Today's Arrid with Creamogen stays 
smooth, creamy. Never dries out in jar! 

Don’t be half-safe. Use Arrid to be sure. 
Buy Arrid today. 
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PLAY RIGHT AWAY 


--even if you don’t 
know a single note 
of music now! 


NOW it's FUN to learn piano, guitar, ac- 
cordion, or any instrument you choose. 
tedious scales or boring exercises. Even if 

yu don't know a single note of music now, 
ve ll have you playing delightful pieces RIGHT 
\WAY—right from your very FIRST lesson! 
keeps up your interest and enthusiasm— 

is up your musical skill with amazing ra- 

ity. Soon you're able to play the pieces you 

1 your friends love! And properly—by NOTE! 


wonder our ‘‘easy as A-B-C’’ method has 
famous throughout the world for 53 years! 
wonder 850,000 people (yes, 850,000) have 
1ed co it as the means of making their dream 
playing music come true! Don’t worry about 
ether or not you have the “‘talent’’—none is 
Don't worry about “‘having the time” 
Learn in the spare time ef your own choosing, free from the 
hedule imposed by a teacher. And forget about the cost 
ly a few cents per lesson, including sheet music! 





yiten have you thought: “If only I could play!"" Perhaps 

¢ someone else occupied “the center of the stage" at a 

Or you came home exhausted and longed for some way to 

x and refresh yourself. Or dreamed of meeting new friends 
h music Now you CAN play. Let us SHOW you how 





and Free 
Instruction-Sample 


FREE BOOK 


Mail coupon for Free Illustrated Book and free Instruction- 
Sample. No obligation; no salesman will call. Don't delay 
putting this wonderful accomplishment into your life. Let 
us show you how easily YOU can do it! Mail coupon AT 
ONCE. U. S. School of Music, Studio A348, Port Washing- 
ton, N. Y. 


| U. S. School of Music, { 

Studio A348, Port Washington, N. Y. 

| Please send me Free Book and free Instruction-Sample. | 
I'm interested in playing (name instrument pwned i 

| O Ido © 1 do ner—have instrument now 


(please print 





REAL 
LIFE 


DRAMAS 


Ge 


HE YOUNG, school 
teacher in a New Orleans junior high 
stood in front of his class. He was lec- 
turing on the day’s lesson. Casually, his 
eyes roved about the room. His glance 


handsome 


lingered on the eager face of a girl pupil 
in the middle of the room who was gaz- 
ing at him so intently that it seemed her 
eyes would devour him. The teacher’s 
mind raced with speculation as he me- 
chanically uttered oft-repeated words. 
The girl was acting more strangely every 
day—seemingly plunged in a dream, un- 
able to take her eyes off her instructor. 

Abruptly, the teacher paused with 
mild wonder. The girl had arisen from 
her seat and was walking slowly, caimly 
to the back of the room, then around the 
side aisle. The teacher opened his mouth 
to question her wandering about the 
room without obtaining permission to 
leave her seat, but his mouth remained 
open with shock as she deliberately 
opened one of the large windows, scram- 
bled up on the ledge and jumped to the 
ground two stories down. 

Pandemonipm broke loose in_ the 
classroom and minutes later an ambu- 
lance arrived. The girl had landed on 
her side, laid there until the doctors 
came. 

A girl friend of the fifteen-year-old 
who tried to kill herself clarified the 
mystery, told police: 

“She loved the teacher. She told me 
she’d love him until the day she died.” 

Informed of the reason for the near- 
tragedy, the history teacher registered 
shock, almost passed out. He finally had 
his answer for the strange, dreamy atti- 
tude of an inattentive pupil. 
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we IS the birthday month of those 
born under the sign Leo, symbolized 
down through the ages as the Lion, and 
covers the period from July 21 to August 
21. Even back in ancient Egypt, the 
sign Leo had its prominence. At this 
time of the year the inundation of the 
Nile took place bringing the precious 
moisture so essential to crops and food. 

The Leo-born manifest a manner of 
dignity and bearing in the most natural 
and unpretentious way. And without in- 
tention, they generally put on “an act” in 
their ordinary daily contacts, whether it 
pertains to business, social, sports or 
even family life. 

Many gain popularity and success in 
the entertainment and amusement field. 
The Leo persons of both sexes show exec- 
utive qualities of some sort for they like 
to direct and manage the work or lives 
of others. One of their endowed quali- 
ties is the ability to accomplish their 
work in an orderly and well managed 
method of action. 

Among the famous Negro celebrities 
born under the sign of Leo are United 
Nations mediator Ralph Bunche (August 
7), Ethiopia’s Emperor Haile Selassie 
(July 24), band leader Erskine Hawkins 
(July 26) as well as famed Count Basie 
(August 21). 

Leo is a fixed, positive sign and its na- 
tives show set ways in disposition and 
firmness in character. They possess a 
quick temper when aroused, and do well 
to gain self-control. However, their an- 
ger is usually soon forgotten and then 
they are willing to forget and forgive. 

The number | is the positive and day 
number of Leo, 4 is the negative and 
night number. There is an affinity to all 
numbers but more disposed to 3-5-9. 
Leo-born generally find more harmony 
and happiness in their business, social 
and domestic life with those born under 
Aries or Sagittarius; next with Gemini, 
Libra and Aquarius, the latter being 
their opposite or partnership sign. 

The color for Leo is gold and orange. 
Flowers identified with Leo are the sun- 
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flower, passion flower, orange blossoms 
and red rose. 

To command, and to act with author- 
ity, provides encouragement to the Leo 
ego and this develops progress and self- 
satisfaction which evidences as growth. 
Pride, power and self-esteem are domi- 
nant traits of character. 

The diamond, ruby, and amber are 
stones associated with Leo. People born 
under Leo give emphasis to love, passion 
and affection and thus it is desirable that 
they choose wisely of friends, mate or 
partner. 

There have been recent years of op- 
portunity for Leo people and this phase 
continues to the year 1958, because of 
the planet Pluto being in the Leo portion 
of the heavens. The month of August 
1951 shows more advancement, “luck” 
and some phase of improved fortune for 
those who maintain an alert attitude. 

Some special dates and numbers are 
the 5th, with 7-8-7, and the letter G; the 
8th, with 1-2-1 and the letter J; the 17th, 
with 1-9-1 and the letters S and I. 

The days listed below are presented as 
being more harmonious to your plans 
and interests in August: 


Aries: 1, 2, 3, 6, 11, 12, 15, 19, 24. 
Taurus: 4, 5, 13, 14, 17, 22, 23, 30. 
Gemini: 2, 7, 8, 10, 15, 19, 22, 24, 27. 
Cancer: 4, 9, 10, 12, 17, 19, 24, 28, 31. 


, 10 
Leo: 1,.2, 3, 7, 9, 12, 19, 24, 29. 
Virgo: 4, 5, 7, 8, 14, 22, 24, 27. 
Libra: 2, 6, 7, 10, 15, 19, 24, 29. 


i 
Scorpio: 4, 6, 8, 12, 15, 17, 26, 31. 
Sagittarius: 1, 5, 7, 10, 11, 12, 15, 29. 
Capricorn: 1, 4, 6, 9, 11, 13, 14, 17, 23. 
Aquarius: 1, 5, 6, 7, 11, 15, 16, 22, 24, 
30. 
Pisces: 3, 7, 9, 10, 12, 13, 17, 18, 26. 


For readers who do not know the sign 


of the Zodiac under which they were 
born, this data will be supplied upon re- 
ceipt of a self-addressed, stamped enve- 
lope. Write to Helen Sides, Tan Confes- 
sions, 1820 S. Miehigan Ave., Chicago, 
Ill. 
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LEE MODES, 12th St. & 7th Ave. 

















You save pestage and C.0.D. charges if 
money is lesed. 10 day refund 


wh arantes. 
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NEW Figure Mold 
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17 SECTIONAL 
FEATURES STREAM- 
LINE WAISTLINE 
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HIDE-A-WAIST 
BACK VIEW 


Say “goodbye” 

to that unbecom- 

ing tummy bulge 

and clumsy waist- 

line. Instead EN- 

JOY what your fig- 

ure needs most — 
HIDE -A- WAIST. 
Presto-chango, like 
magic, you have 
graceful, alluring 
curves. Unwanted 
bulges are evenly and 
comfortably banished. 
17 sectional features 
mold the most flatter- 
ing curves. Keep you 
smoothly shapely no 
matter what position... 
sit, bend, stand, walk 
and dance with com- 
fortable, even grace. 


ADJUSTABLE TO 
TAILOR-MADE FIT 


FEATURES 


17 Secs; 
The 17 sections auto- Feature mal 
matically shape your tream|; * 9 
figure to new loveli- Waistlinn "® 
ness. You get needed j 
control with unbeliev- 
able comfort. The spe- 
cially designed con- 
cave effect is the 
secret of glamorous 
women who want to 
look thin and stylish 
no matter what their 
size. These wonder- 
ful features permit 
HIDE-A-WAIST to 
adapt itself to your 
own diaphragm and 
tummy. You've never enjoyed 
so much freedom, comfort and style in anything 
you've worn. The 4 extra-length detachable and 
adjustable garters completes HIDE-A-WAIST. 


Order today. Wear it 10 days FREE. If not de- 
ghted, return for refund. Sizes 24 to 34, $2.98. 
Sizes 35 and over, $3.98 (50c extra for the 4 
extra-length detachable and adjustable garters.) 


a a ee ee see ee ee ee ee 


S. J. Wegman Co., Dept. 1479 
836 Broadway, New York 3, N. Y. 


Rush my new HIDE-A-WAIST three-in-one at once. | | 


if | am not thrillingly satisfied | will return it after l 


(0-day FREE trial for prompt refund of full pur- 
chase price. 
Size (waist size in inches). 


Also send 
and adjustable garters at only SOc for 


. .sets of extra-length detachable 
set of four. | 


Send C.0.D. | will pay postman on delivery plus 


few cents postage 


i enclose payment. The S. J. ‘Wegman Co. will { 


pay postage. 
NAME 
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| gether for about four months. 
| something happened and | broke off 


DEARLY 
BELOVED 


A Forum For Your Marriage Problems 
Conducted by Frances Abegail Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I 

young woman of 23 years and not 
long ago I met a man 22 years my sen- 
ior. I fell madly in love with him. | 
gave up most of my young friends be- 
cause he did noi approve of them. He 
is‘a very nice person—a deacon who 
goes to church every Sunday. We plan 
to be married but lately it seems to me 
that he doesn’t love me the same, al- 
though he still tells me he does. He does 
not come to see me like he used to. Of 
course I know that he is working days 
and going to school at night, but it 
seems to me he should spend more time 
with me. He says that it is for us that 
he works so hard. | know that this is 
true for we plan to take a long trip after 
we are married. He shows in every way 
he truly loves me. Perhaps I am too im- 


am a 


patient ? 
Miss A. L. 
Dear A. L.: There is no “perhaps” 
about it. You are too impatient. If you 
still feel that you love this man and 
want to marry him, please act a little 
more grown-up and give him the co- 
operation he deserves. If you are be- 
ginning to doubt your love for him, give 
him a break and forget the whole thing 
before it is too late. 
% * * 
Dear Mrs. Jackson: | am very much 
in love with a boy who is in the army. 
I met him at a party and we went to- 


Then 


with him but I still love him very much. 
I have gone with other boys since our 
parting but | just can’t get my first love 
out of my mind. 

I did not forgive him for what he did 
but now since he has gone | feel that | 
love him more and more each day. 
Should I try to get his army address 


1 and write to tell him how much I love 


him? Should I forgive him? 
Mildred B. 


Dear Mildred: If you feel that you 


still love this boy, | can see no harm in 


your getting his address from one of his 
friends and writing to him. Of course | 
would not advise you to confess your 
love in the very first letter. Write him a 
friendly letter to let him know that you 
think of him often and hope that he is 
making out well. Tell him what has been 
going on in the old crowd and close by 
saying that you hope to hear from him 


Let him take it from there. 
% te a 


soon. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I’ve been married 
two years. This is my second husband. 
| lost my first husband four years ago 
due to illness. I have two children, a 
five-year-old son by my first husband 
and a three-month-old daughter by my 
second marriage. My problem is that 
for the two years we've been married, 
my husband on different nights goes out 
and stays till the late hours of the morn- 
ing. Sometimes he comes home very late 
from work. I’ve tried to talk to him 
about it and he listens but doesn’t im- 
prove. He doesn’t want me to go out. 
When I do go out it is to visit my 
mother. He puts up a big argument 
every time I go out. I just don’t know 
what to do. I keep thinking there is 
someone else and he doesn’t care for me 
and the children anymore. I honestly 
try my best to do the things he likes best. 
But | just can’t go on like this because I 
fear what may happen. 

Mrs. Irene P. W. 

Dear Irene:* Sometimes it may seem 
that men were just not made for mar- 
riage. Your problem with your husband 
is the same that affects so many other 
women. Fortunately, many of the men 
who do keep late hours are still faithful 
husbands even if not perfect com- 
panions. With a five-year-old child and 
a 3-month-old baby it is entirely possi- 
ble that your time is so taken up that 
you forget that husbands require a cer- 
tain amount of “babying” also. Try 
making life so pleasant for your husband 
at home that he will not have cause to 
seek companionship elsewhere. 
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for Lola marriage to a man 

of another race brought hap- 

piness for the first time in he 

life. But then an intolerant 

world made her choose be- 

tween leaving her husband 
or her child. 


“l had a no-good 
husband who de- 
verted me. I Suess 
then | divorced 
Leo l just divorced 
men in general,” 
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' OLA was in the kitchen when I drove 
into the yard. She leaned across the 
sink and waved out the window to me, a 
smile on her lips. It was the first time 
she'd smiled in days but it only made the 
weariness in me deepen. She was at the 
door when I came up the front steps. 

“Did you see the social worker, Ben?” 
she asked excitedly as she gave me a 
wifely peck on the cheek. “Did she tell 
you when they’d bring Sari home?” 

| threw my empty mail-carrier’s sack 
and hat on the divan and nodded. 

“What did she say?” 

I ran my fingers through my hair. 
“Can’t we have supper first, Lola. I’m 
dog-tired.” 

She gave me a quick hug, “Poor dar- 
ling, of course. Everything’s ready. Just 

























ave to give the potatoes a whip.” She 
arted back toward the kitchen. “It'll be 
n the table by the time you’re washed 


| went slowly toward the bathroom. 
\bove the running water from the faucet, 
could hear Lola humming gayly. The 
und was like ghostly fingers squeezing 
y heart. I couldn’t stand it. 1 gave the 
or a push and it closed with a loud 
um. I sat down on the side of the tub 
nd put my face in my hands. My mind 
pt darting this way and that, like a 
aged rat, trying to find an excuse for 
t doing what I knew had to be done... 
he only right thing to do. The words of 
1 Reverend Burns—aminister in the 
iall church I'd attended for years— 
pt coming back to taunt me. He hadn’t 
iunted to marry me and Lola. He had 
retty definite ideas about intermarriage 
1 he stated them quite frankly to us 
‘Marriage at best,” he’d said, his eyes 
ave below his thatch of white hair, “‘is 
lifficult adjustment for two people. 
hen you pile on top of that the prob- 
n of racial differences . . .” He made 
empty gesture with both hands and 
100k his head. 
hen, when Lola and | didn’t say any- 
g he asked, looking straight at us 
th. “And the child, Sari. . 


idered her in this marriage?” 


. have you 


‘But Sari’s only a baby,” I said 
ckly. “She won’t be four for six 
ths yet.” 


la nodded, “Not ’til November.” 
le didn’t say anything, just studied 
Finally after what seemed an age he 

‘And do you expect her to stay four 
ver? What is going to happen when 
starts school . . . begins to bring her 
nds home? She may not be a prob- 
right now but mark my words she 
be... she will be.” 

yla and | were both silent. 

reached for his worn Bible with 
etance and | covered Lola’s small 

hand with mine. 
.” he 
ed and opened the Bible. “I guess 


Might as well get it done. . 


s nothing I can say that'll make any 


rence, 





Little Sari was caught in the whirlpool of racial hate that 
dragged Lola and Ben down into its vortex until they had 
to make a fateful decision on their future. 


OW I STOOD UP swiftly as the 
water started sloshing over the side 
of the wash bowl, and turned off the 
faucet. How right the wise old man had 
been. For brown-haired, blue-eyed Sari 
had become in two short years so great a 
problem that I was going to ask Lola to 
give her up. I was not only going to 
ask ... 1 was going to insist on it .. . for 
the child’s sake. Lola would have to 
choose between us—her daughter or her 
husband. All the things that had been 
happening in the past months—climaxed 
now by my long talk with the social 
worker who'd been assigned to investi- 
gate our home life and to find out if I 
was a fit father for Sari—had made me 
realize that it had to be one way or the 
other, and I was afraid. Did the woman 
I loved, love me enough to give her child 
up? 
“Ben.” Her voice broke sharply into 


my thoughts. “Everything’s getting 
cold.” 
“I’m... I’m coming,” I called back 


as I doused my face and reached for a 
towel. 

All through supper I tried to get the 
I'd look at 


Lola, see the shining happiness in her 


words out but I couldn’t. 


face—for I'd told her that the social 
worker was satisfied that we were both 
fit parents and that Sari was being re- 
turned the next day—and the words 
would get stuck in my throat. I didn’t 
tell her all the woman had told me but | 
would as soon as | could get it out. 

I made several starts and always Lola 
would break in. “I think we should re- 
paper Sari’s room. She’s always wanted 
blue wallpaper with roses. I'll give her 
another Toni just as soon as she gets 
home. Her hair was getting real straight 
and that was three whole weeks ago.” 

Soon after supper was over the Suli’s, 
a Japanese couple who lived two houses 
down from us, came in for our regular 
Monday night canasta game. 


Much later in the darkness of our : 


room with only the moon making shad- 
ows of light on the ruffled curtains, | 
tried again. 

“Lola, honey,” I said softly. “You’re 
going to have to make a choice between 
Sari and me. God knows I love Sari like 






















































































































my own child. You know that don’t you, 
honey ?” 

[| waited a moment for her to speak but 
she didn’t. 

“Lola,” I said again a trifle louder. | 
looked down at her face snuggled against 
my shoulder and moved a little to one 
side. Immediately her head slipped back 
upon her pillow. She was sound asleep. 
I sighed as Ff pulled the covers up about 
her shoulders. 

For a long time I lay on my back 
staring up at the ceiling thinking about 
Sari. I remembered vividly the first time 
It had been a 
bitter cold morning in January and I| was 
working my mail route. When [| got to 


I’d ever seen the child. 


930 Larsen Street, there was this tyke 


playing out in the snow with nothing on 
but a cotton dress and bunny slippers. 

I slipped the electric bill into the metal 
box and said to her, “Aren’t you cold?” 
Her lips were almost blue but she was 


rolling a huge snowball across the front 
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“hy don’t they come, Mummy?” 


Sari hurled herself at Lola, 


tears bright in her-eyes. “They all said they'd come.” 
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yard of the small house. 

She nodded her head. “I’m cold but I 
want to make a snowman.” 

“She can’t be more than three,” I 
thought, and aloud, “Does your Mother 
know you're out without a jacket or any- 
thing?” 

She patted the large ball and began to 
roll another. “Mummie’s not home. She’s 
working.” 

“Well Grammie then,” | 
“Does Grammie know you’re out here?” 

She looked at me puzzled. “I haven't 
got a Grammie.” 

Certainly the child was too young to 
be left alone. I went back up the stairs 
and rang the front door bell. I waited a 
moment but no one answered. Then | 


insisted. 


rang again several times. 

The child came scuffling through the 
snow to join me on the porch. “I guess 
Mrs, Jones is asleep.” 

“But she can’t be,” I said quickly. “It’s 
almost one o'clock.” I twisted the door 


knob but the door wouldn’t open. 

The child was shivering all over and 
there were tears in her eyes. “I can’t get 
in either,” she sobbed. “I tried and tried 
but it won’t open.” 

I began banging on the door and ring- 
ing the bell at the same time. No one 
answered. I tried the front window but 
it was locked. I took off my wool jacket 
and wrapped it about the child’s shaking 
body. “You wait right here,” I said 
gently. “I’ll go around and try the side 
windows.” 

I finally got a kitchen window open, 
then climbed through. I walked quickly 
through the house and pulled the child 
into the warmth of the house. I looked 
about as I rubbed her arms but the place 
seemed to be empty. 

“Did you say someone was home?” | 
asked as I bent down and began massag- 
ing her legs. 

She nodded. “Mrs. Jones . . . in there.” 
She pointed to one of the two bedrooms 


opening off the small hallway. The door 
was open and even before I reached it, I 
could smell the whisky fumes. Then I 
saw the woman. She was lying flat on 
her back, her mouth open, snoring like 
an old buzz saw. I’d seen my ex-wife, 
Florabelle, in many a drunken stupor 
and I knew that the woman would be 
asleep for hours. 

I found the child’s leggings set and 
zippered her into it. Then I took her 
down the street and left her with the 
woman who lived at 940 . . . explaining 
about Mrs. Jones’ condition. 

The next day as I neared 930 Larsen, 
I was thinking about the child. Just as I 
got to the walk, the front door was flung 
open and a slim, young woman came out. 
“Oh, Mr. Mailman,” she called. “I’ve 
been watching for you. Can you. . 
would you like a cup of hot coffee?” 

“Hot coffee sounds might interesting,” 
I said as I climbed her stairs. 

As soon as we were inside, she grasped 
my hands with both of hers and said, “I 
. .. I can’t even begin to thank you for 
what you did yesterday. I don’t know 
how long Sari was out in the cold but if 
it hadn’t been for you. . .” 

I looked about. “Where is Sari?” 

Then the child called, “Mummie.. . I 
want to say hello to the mailman.” 

Sari’s mother pulled me toward the 
bedroom. As I passed Mrs. Jones’ room 
I glanced in. The room was empty, the 
bed neatly made. 

The woman noticed my look. “Oh her 
...” She made a motion with her hand. 
“T sent her packing last night when I got 
home.” 

Sari was in bed. She had on a pink 
ruffled bedjacket that matched the pink 
bow in her blonde curls. She smiled at 
me. “You’re a nice man. Mummie says 
you're a real nice man.” 

I winked at her. 

Sari’s mother said, “She hasn’t even 
got a cold, thank heavens, but I’m keep- 
ing her in bed just in case.” 

Later, while we were having coffee in 
her bright yellow and blue kitchen, she 
told me that Mrs. Jones was the third 
woman she’d had in a month. “The first 
one had two men callers that came at all 
hours of the day and night. The second 
usually had one or more relatives appear 
at meal time every day. I just couldn't 
pay the grocery bills. And now this 
one...” 

She smiled but it was a weak sort of 
smile. “I’ve got (Continued on Page 47) 
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ok his kiss and held onto it with greedy, guilty 
nce. In a minute I'd have to remind him of Vivi 
this moment was all I was ever going to have, 
‘I savored it to the last hittersweet instant. 


I STOOD with the earring in my hand. 

One thought burned like acid in my 
mind. Jirn had entertained some woman 
here, while I’d been back in Peoria visit- 
ing my mother. I’d known it instinc- 
tively, the moment I entered our apart- 
ment. The feeling had come in the door 
with me. Now, right here, in the palm 
of my trembling hand, lay tangible proof 


of my long suspicion of his infidelity. A 


small, rhinestone earring, cold and glit- 
tering—and as final as a period. 

I stared down at it with glazed eyes. 
Then I stared blindly about the living 
room. There were my packed bags just 
as I’d dropped them inside the door, re- 
minding me that I’d come home to start 
a new life with Jim. My lip curled bit- 


terly and my heart was a trembling, 
broken thing. I knew I was a fool to 
care about him, knowing that he’d never 
been faithful to me, but there it was. I 
did care so terribly, so hopelessly. 

Jim didn’t know I was home. I'd 
thought hopefully on the train from 
Peoria to Chicago, how surprised he’d 
be. I’d dreamed foolishly that he’d be 
glad to see me. Oh—I’d been brimming 
over with sweet, penitent resolutions. I’d 
thought he’d take me in his arms and 
tell me how much he’d missed me. Only 
—he hadn’t missed me at all. While 
I'd been home with Mom, telling my- 
self I was a suspicious, doubting wife 
and not good enough for Jim—he’d 
found com- (Continued on Page 50) 





























Pat knew that Barney was a heel and tried to warn 


her roommate but she was too much im love to listen... 


and when Pat tried to show Barney up for what he was, 


she set off a chain of tragedy for both girls 


RENE’S DEATH is on my soul as 
surely as if I had pushed her out the 
window that awful night her broken 
body was found five floors below the 
apartment we shared. As I sit here wait- 
ing for the coroner’s jury to bring in a 
verdict, I no longer care whether they 
decide that I was guilty or decide it was 
“accidental death,” which I swear it was. 
I know I am guilty of perjury, because 
the real story was never told on the wit- 
ness stand. Too many people would have 
been hurt if I’d told the truth, and more 
than that, Irene’s reputation would have 
been ruthlessly smeared. So I lied to 
protect my friend, who could no longer 
defend herself. 

It all began when Irene started going 
steady with Barney. I'll admit there 
might have been a little jealousy and 
envy mixed up with my attitude towards 
their affair; I didn’t have a steady and 
I’d always considered myself more so- 
phisticated than Irene. It didn’t fit my 
big sister role for me to be without a man 
while my sweet little roommate had 
captured a fellow as popular and as 
goodlooking as Barney. 

But there was more to it than that— 
Irene and | had been friends for years 


and roommates for almost two years. | 
didn’t want to see her get hurt, and there 
was something vaguely disturbing about 
Barney, with his glib tongue and easy 
way with women. And part of my re- 
sentment was because I didn’t want any- 
thing to ruin the wonderful setup Irene 
and I had. Neither one of us alone could 
have afforded the nice little four-room 
apartment we had on St. Nicholas Ave- 
nue near 145th Street. But together, we 
got along fine, taking turns cooking 
meals and pitching in together on the 
house-cleaning chores. 

Neither one of us was seriously in- 
terested in any one fellow and it appeared 
that things would go on smoothly in- 
definitely. Then Irene met Barney and 
things changed overnight. No longer did 
we go out together, two single girls out 
for a pleasant evening; Barney was al- 
ways on hand now to take Irene places. 
Two and three nights a week I’d be left 
eating dinner alone and our whole rou- 
tine was upset. I guessed that Irene had 
found a steady boy friend long before 
she told me about Barney. 

“Oh, Pat, he’s wonderful!” she ex- 
claimed one night when she got back 
(Continued on Page 60) 
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from a date. 














Pandy wouldn’t let Jap go after he divorced her—at least that’s what his 
new wife Sara thought when Pandy broke into their apartment with her own 
key. When suspicion got the best of Sara, she finally had it out with Jap — 
and was ready to leave him until tragedy stepped in at the final moment. 


M Y HUSBAND’S name is Jasper 
; Pritchard, but every one calls him 
Jap. We had just returned from a week’s 
honeymoon and as he carried me over 
the threshold of our tiny apartment, he 
set me down and held me tight in his 
arms, 

“It was a wonderful honeymoon, dar- 
ling,” he whispered. 

Happiness caught in my throat and 
ny eyes stung with tears of tenderness. 


I tried to hide my emotion under a cloak 
of light flippancy. 

“It was the nicest honeymoon I ever 
had,” I laughed. Then I clapped one 
hand over my mouth and stared at him 
in horror. 

“Oh, Jap,” I gasped. “I didn’t mean 
anything—” 

To my relief, he laughed naturally. 
“Sara,” he said, “I know you didn’t 
mean anything. But look, sweet, we can’t 
just ignore the fact that I was married 
and divorced. That all happened before 
I even knew you were alive. I wish I 
had known you, then I’d have done 
things differently. However, no use wish- 
ing. I married Pandy, it was a big mis- 
take, we settled it in court—and I can’t 
change any of it.” 

He smiled down at me, ruefully. “It 
was the nicest honeymoon / ever had, 
too, sweetheart.” 

I smiled at him and together we began 
unpacking our bags. I tried to forget that 


this was the same apartment Jap had 


lived in with Pandy Pritchard. The hous- — 


ing shortage does strange things to peo- 
ple’s inhibitions. If it had been possible, 
I'd have shunned this place as I woulda — 
plague. I shrugged as I shoved our bags © 
into a big cupboard. That, as Jap had © 
said, was something we couldn’t do any- 
thing about, either, and I wasn’t going — 
to be silly about it. 
I sighed involuntarily for the dear lit- 
tle cabin in the Wisconsin pines, where © 
we'd spent our honeymoon. I wished we — 
could’ve lived there forever, but there 
was Jap’s job at the dairy and my job ~ 
at the same dairy as bookkeeper. That’s — 
where I met Jap. . 
Jap popped up in the bedroom door- — 
way, grinning. “Got coffee on to cook, 
Mrs. Pritchard,” he crowed. “Bacon and 
eggs coming up. I know it isn’t exactly ” 
dinner fare, but it was all I left in the © 
Hurry up, honey. I’m 


refrigerator. 
(Continued on Page 70) 


starving.” 










Suddenly | burst into tears. “It isn’t decent,’ | stormed. “There’s a lau 
against a man having two wives.” 
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2. HATE you. I hate you,” Ronald 
cried. 

His words, harsh and hot, came~ 
through clenched teeth. His eyes were 
dark with anger, his slender body trem- 
bling, little fists clenched. 

I stared at him, shocked, unbelieving. 
Something almost unclean seemed to 
have come into the tiny room. Hot tears 
blinded my eyes. Turning, I rushed out, 
across the hall into my bedroom and 
fell across the bed sobbing. 

Eight years have passed since Ronald 
stood in front of me and uttered the 
cruel, searing words. Try as I may, I can 
never forget that scene. Hate is a hor- 
rible, consuming thing—especially when 
it comes from the son of the man you 
love more dearly than anyone else on 
earth, the boy whose love and affection 
you had tried unsuccessfully to win. 
Ronald hated me because, to him, I was 
an impostor, an intruder who had stolen 
the love of the father he adored and tried 
to trespass upon his own little heart in 
which was tightly locked a deep devotion 
to his real mother—the woman who had 
given him the breath of life. 

Often I wonder if I would have ever 
become Mrs. Allen Gibbs if I had 
dreamed the destroying shadow of hatred 
would cast its long darkness across the 
threshold of the home I wanted so des- 
perately to be a happy one. But happy 
hearts never reckon with the future and, 
from the time I first met dashing Allen 
up until the dreadful afternoon when his 
son poured out at me words of vitupera- 
tion and scorn in our St. Albans home, 
I was a deliriously happy woman. 

The moment I laid eyes on tall, erect 
Allen Gibbs I had admired his cool de- 
liberate ways, his distinguished appear- 
ance—the prematurely gray streak of 
hair which rose from his high forehead. 
I first met this up-and-coming young 
lawyer in the Merrick Boulevard real 
estate office in Jamaica, Long Island, in 
which I was a clerk. 

My employer, Vernal Wiltshire, one of 
Long Island’s busiest realty brokers, had 
called Allen Gibbs in to handle some 
important transactions on estates our 
office managed. [| was thrilled by 





When Gerri won the love of Allen, she thought that his son’s love came as part 
of their are troth but learned that love cannot be forced—it must be earned. 











the courtesy with which Allen treated me, 
his natural, friendly manner as he chatted 
with me, waiting for Mr. Wiltshire to fin- 
ish a conference with a client. The mo- 
ments passed all too quickly and I felt 
thwarted when the client stepped out of 
my boss’ office. 

As I typed up a stencil for the weekly 
office newsletter to prospective buyers, my 
mind raced with exciting thoughis about 
the good-looking lawyer and his appealing 
ways. This, I admitted to myself, was my 
ideal of a man. I was a fairly-popular 
girl in the Brooklyn and Long Island so- 
cial set and had had several chances to go 
steady with personable men. Most of them 
were young college graduates, fellows in 
my own age bracket whose main interest 
in life seemed to be the cultivation of bop 
music and parked car romance. Girls in 
my set had laughed at me for what they 
called my high-flown ideals. 

“You're not getting any younger,” they 
would tell me. “You’d better latch on to 
some eligible guy and not be so picky.” 

I had continually insisted that what I 
wanted—what I was looking for—was a 
slightly older man, settled, sophisticated 
and with an eye on a more than mediocre 
future. A man, for instance, like Allen 
Gibbs seemed to be. 

I have to smile every so often, thinking 
back to the way I botched up the stencil 
for the weekly newsletter—-botched it up 
thinking how splendid it would be to get 
to know Allen Gibbs better—and wonder- 
ing how a decent girl, interested in a man, 
went about getting him to notice her with- 
out being forward about it. 

Perhaps more than anything else, what 
increased my interest in Allen from the 
start was the mystery of his eyes. They 
were intense, brown eyes, but they were 
tragic. Looking into them you felt that 
here was a man who had suffered some 
hidden hurt which might never be healed. 
The thought of that haunted me. I specu- 
lated almost angrily how anyone could be 
heel enough to wrong such a pleasant, 
kindly man. I would be the luckiest girl 
in the world, I thought, if I ever got the 
chance to break through the obvious pride 
which bespoke itself in Allen’s bearing 
and have him tell me the story of his trag- 
edy. Little did I dream that I myself 
would be the cause of intensifying the pain 
in those eyes, of making those straight 
shoulders sag with sorrow. 

I kept my eyes glued to my stencil as 
Mr. Wiltshire’s door opened again and 
Allen and my employer came out chatting. 
[ wanted badly to steal another look at 
this handsome man who unwittingly had 
upset my calm, cool business exterior. I 
got my chance, however, when he stepped 
over to my desk and said in the deep, con- 
trolled voice which sounded like rich mu- 
sic: 

“Thank you for your kindness, miss. I 
think Mr. Wiltshire’s extremely fortunate 
to have so competent—and lovely a sec- 
retary.” 

I looked up at him and quickly looked 
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away as those eyes went through me. I 
was afraid he would detect the naked ad- 
miration in my own eyes. 

“T enjoyed our conversation too,” I told 
him. 

“Look here,” Mr. Wiltshire interrupted 
jocularly. “What are you trying to do, 
Gibbs. Use your charm to spirit my right 
arm away from me? I imagine you could 
use someone like her in your office, but 
you needn’t get any ideas. I don’t know 
what I’d do without her.” 

They laughed together at this and I, 
covered with confusion, typed hard and 
fast, not caring that this was one stencil 
which would have to be done over. 

The next minute he was gone and I felt 
as though a lovely hope had walked right 
out of my life. 

“Wonderful fellow,” Mr. Wiltshire 
mused aloud as he stood at the door look- 
ing out on the street. “Incidentally,” he 
added. “Here’s his card. File his address 
and office phone. I’m going to be using 
him a lot. Seems to have plenty on the 
ball.” 

My heart leaped at the words. Then I 
would be seeing Allen Gibbs again. I 
took the neat, expensive-looking business 
card and ventured timidly: 

“Is he a new lawyer in the community, 
Mr. Wiltshire?” Then, hastily, to cover 
up my curiosity, “I haven’t heard his name 
before.” 

My boss shot a quick, appraising look 
at me. 

“Yes, he is. Moved here from Connecti- 
cut. Bought the old Rivers place a few 
months ago.” 

I visualized the Rivers place. It was a 
lovely ranch-type home. Hardly the place 
for a single man. A horrifying suspicion 
struck me. Maybe Allen Gibbs was mar- 
tied. Why shouldn’t he be? Who wouldn’t 
marry him? How could he possibly be 
running about loose? 

I was desperate for information, won- 
dered how I could bring up the subject 
without arousing further suspicions on the 
part of my boss. I faltered: 

“That’s an awfully big place for—well, 
for a business man. Just by himself, I 
mean,” I finished lamely. 

“Oh, don’t worry, he’s not married,” Mr. 
Wiltshire shot back with brutal directness. 
“That is—not any more.” With this tan- 
talizing information, he walked swiftly 
back into his office and closed the door. 

My feeling of relief was mingled with 
maddening wonder. Was he divorced? 
Why would any woman be so insane as to 
let a wonderful man like that slip through 
her hands? 


] WORKED in a fever of impatience 
the rest of the afternoon and couldn’t 
wait to get home, close myself up in the 
privacy of my room and phone Aunt Laura. 
If anyone in Jamaica knew anything about 
the private business of its residents, old 
and new, it would be Aunt Laura who had 
nothing to do but fulfill her reputation as 
the power behind the throne of the Ebe- 


neezer Baptist Church and No. 1 commny. 
nity news-gatherer and dispenser. 

Aunt Laura was thrilled and flattered 
by my appeal to her for information, al. 
though, in her characteristic manner, she 
pretended to be annoyed and grumpy 
about the whole thing. 

“Humph, child, the only time you cal] 
me is when you need some help. I don’t 
know anything about that man, but I may 
be able to find out something.” 

I tingled all over with anticipation. This 
_was her way of telling me she would burn 
up every wire in the community until she 
had ferreted out the facts I sought. 

I settled down with a novel but my 
thoughts were not on the printed page. 

Sure enough, an hour later, the phone 
rang. It was Aunt Laura reporting. 


“I happened to run across some infor. 


mation about that lawyer,” she announced, 
trying to keep the triumph out of her 
voice. “If you’re interested in him, you'd 
better forget about it. He sounds like one 
of those handsome, no-gooders who go 
around wrecking people’s lives. They say 
he broke his first wife’s heart. He has a 
young son who’s so spoiled it'll be a won- 
der if he doesn’t turn out to be just like 
his father. That what you want to know?” 

I thanked my aunt profusely, ignoring 
completely her dark hints about Allen’s 
character. 

Sitting dreamily, curled with my feet un- 
der me in a favorite armchair, the novel 
forgotten, I wondered to myself—now that 
I know about Allen, how will I see him 
again? Mr. Wiltshire had said, “I’m go- 
ing to be using him often,” but when 
would be the next occasion for my em- 
ployer to summon this exciting man back 
to the office? It might be weeks, months. 
Then too, I knew that Mr. Wiltshire often 
went to the offices of various lawyers who 
handled business for him. They didn’t 
always come to our place. I had to see 
Allen Gibbs again, either to find out if 
there was a chance for me—or perhaps— 
and now the dread warning of Aunt Lau- 
ra’s dark words. was falling across my 
heart like a shadow .. . perhaps to dis- 
illusion myself about how fine and won- 
derful a person he seemed to be. 

Suddenly like a flash of inspiration, 
came the memory of the little white busi- 
ness card Mr. Wiltshire had handed me 
with instructions to file Allen’s business 
phone and address. I had noted that it 
listed a residence phone. That little card 

. after I had filed the desired informa- 
tion, instead of throwing it in the waste- 
basket, I had put it into the pocket of my 
suit coat. Quickly I dashed to my closet, 
pushed aside hangers and_ breathlessly 
found the precious bit of pasteboard. How 
distinguished his name looked. “Allen 
Gibbs. Counsellor-At-Law.” Sure enough, 
there was a residence phone number. An 
Olympia exchange. 

I sat down again, staring at the card, 
my mind completely occupied in trying to 
find an excuse to phone him. I had it. | 
would call, pretend I was desperate, make 
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believe I had filed his residence phone, 
thrown the card away, hadn’t taken his 
office number off it and was afraid to ad- 
mit my mistake to my boss. A _ perfect 
alibi. I darted over to the phone, dialed 
the number, heart pounding as I heard the 
ringing on the other end. My racing heart 
stood still as someone picked up the re- 
ceiver. Then I froze with horror. A wom- 
an’s voice said clearly: 

“Mr. Gibbs’ residence.” 

I looked at my telephone receiver as 
though it were a haunted thing. I felt a 
growing panic and, as the voice began 
again impatiently, eased the receiver down, 
hung up. 

A widower—and yet, at nine o'clock in 
the evening a woman answered his phone. 
How could I have been so foolish as to 
suppose him to be the perfect man he 
seemed. How could I have expected that 
anyone so sophisticated and suave and so 
terribly good-looking wouldn’t be a philan- 
derer and a lady’s man. I was bitter as I 
thought how I had lived in a fool’s para- 
dise of dreaming and scheming about the 
possibility of our getting to know each 
other. 

I don’t know when I had retired so early 
but that night I went straight to bed, 
twenty minutes or so after the phone call 
which pricked the bubble of my fantastic 
hopes. I thought of how delighted the 
mocking girls in my set would be if they 
knew how I had built myself up and been 
crushed—all within a swift few hours. 

For the next few days, even though vi- 
sions of Allen’s smooth charms came back 
to me now and then, I applied myself 
sternly to my work, labored with such an 
intense efficiency that Mr. Wiltshire told 
me at the end of the week that the raise 
he’d been tentatively promising for several 
months was mine effective immediately. 
Although I believed the bitterness had 
gone, this consolation prize which meant 
bigger deposits in my savings account only 
served to make me more unhappy. 

Several weeks passed and with great will 
power, I had managed to think of Allen 
once or twice a day. Then one afternoon 
he walked in the door, smiling and im- 
maculate. I almost lost my breath. Mr. 
Wiltshire was showing a client some prop- 
erties in Westchester and I was alone in 
the office. 

“Good afternoon, Miss Pretty,” 
tossed at me. 

Recovering myself, | managed to get out 
a fairly decent greeting, but I couldn’t 
manage a smile. What made it all the 
worse was that I realized I had no right 
to be stiff, unfriendly with him simply be- 
cause I had fallen for him like a ton of 
bricks and he had turned out to know 
women who visited him evenings and knew 
him well enough to answer his telephone. 

Allen leaned over the rail in front of 
my desk, smilingly trying to make con- 
versation. He talked about that inevitable 
subject, the weather, how well he thought 
I looked and was launching into another 
remark when | said curtly: 


Allen 


“Mr. Wiltshire isn’t in, you know. Is 
there anything I can do for you?” 

The smile faded from his eyes and I 
caught a hurt breath as I saw the old fa- 
miliar pain return to them. 

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to be for- 
ward,” he said formally, straightening up 
from the rail. “I didn’t really come in 
for business. Just thought you might be 
able to help me out with a bit of informa- 
tion.” 

The look in his eyes made my insides 
flood. with sympathy and shame for the 
nasty way I was acting. My voice soft- 
ened. 

“Why, of course,” I said apologetically. 
“T don’t think you are forward. I didn’t 
mean to snap at you like that. Just tired, 
I suppose. I’d love to help.” 

Allen brightened and sat down in one of 
the reception chairs. 

“Well, I'm a stranger in the commu- 
nity, you know. I’ve a son by a former 
marriage and it’s pretty hard on the boy 
coming into a strange place like this. I’m 
away from home a good deal of the time. 
I brought my old housekeeper here with 
me but she’s leaving today. Mother’s in- 
curably ill in Detroit and she has to go 
care for her. I was wondering if you knew 
of anyone you could recommend.” 

Housekeeper! The word made my 
thoughts flash back to the phone call and 
I inwardly sighed with relief. Eagerly, 
I dialed the number of an employment 
agency where a good friend of mine 
worked. I explained Allen’s problem to 
her and got her promise to send several 
applicants to see him that evening. 

He looked at me admiringly as I finished 
the call. 

“You’re really something,” he told me. 
“T still think Wiltshire’s the luckiest man 
on the island. What do I owe you for 
professional services? If I didn’t think 
you'd consider me fresh and freeze up on 
me again, I’d suggest a cool drive one 
of these lovely summer evenings and din- 
ner and dancing out at Lundy’s seashore 
place in Sheepshead Bay. What would 
you think?” 

“I'd think it was wonderful,” I said and 
almost bit my tongue for fear I had sound- 
ed much too eager. 

Allen looked gratified. 

“Would tomorrow night be right?” he 
wanted to know. 

“Tomorrow night would be perfect,” I 
said. I couldn’t help acting like a little 
schoolgirl who’d been angling for a date 
and was afraid it would slip away like a 
fish off a hook. 


N JAMAICA ROAD that evening, I 
had business, selecting a much too ex- 
pensive new frock and daring little hat. 
Mother and Dad teased about my elaborate 
preparations for that date and looked ap- 
proving when they met Allen and got a 
treatment of his direct, ingratiating man- 
ner. 
I can recommend seashore restaurants 
for girls who want to find romance. Out 


there with the cooling breezes wafting 
over us, the delightful intimacy of a tiny, 
parasoled table set back in a corner just 
discreetly lighted, Allen and I became the 
best of friends with miraculous rapidity. 
He was a sparkling conversationalist and 
so attractive it almost hurt to look at him. 
He talked about his career at Yale, how 
he struggled to get through school and 
opened an office in Hartford, Connecticut, 
becoming one of the few Negro lawyers 
in town. 

But it was parked in his car, in front 
of my house, in the wee hours of the morn- 
ing that he laid his heart open before me. 
It was there in that witching time which 
is neither night nor morning—that he told 
me the story of his unsuccessful marriage. 
He had worked with a desperate singleness 
of purpose to build a flourishing practice 
in Hartford, spending hour after hour, 
night and day to make a reputation, en- 
tering into politics and creating a strong 
organization. His wife, whom he had loved 
dearly, had tired of his devotion to career 
and accused him of neglecting her and 
their son, Ronald. 

“Perhaps I did neglect them, Gerri,” he 
said thoughtfully. It was the first time 
he had called me by my first name. “But 
I was trying to build something so firm 
that when Ronald got older he would have 
advantages—wouldn’t have to struggle as 
I did. I was trying to give her everything 
she wanted. We were kids in our teens 
when we got married. So maybe I couldn’t 
blame her for wanting to see some life, 
have some fun.” 

His voice turned bitter. 

“But it wasn’t what she did—so much 
as the way she did it. Ran off with some- 
one else—a playboy type of guy. Maybe 
she has what she wants,” he added softly. 

“You still love her, don’t you, Allen.” 
I asked, dreading the answer. 

He paused—only seconds really-—but it 
seemed an eternity. 

“We were married for fifteen years,” he 
said. “You don’t forget fifteen years of 
happiness quickly.” 

It wasn’t an answer but it was. 

Allen was slumped down behind the 
wheel, looking out through the windshield 
as he talked. He sat up abruptly. 

“You know,” he declared. “I’m break- 
ing all the rules. I’ve always heard that 
the last thing a woman wants a man to talk 
about is another woman. Which gives me 
an excuse to request another date. Because 
I'd like to talk about you.” 

There was another date and another and 
a score more. We went back to Lundy’s. 
We went to dances, parties and concerts. 
We became an item in the whisper column 
of Amsterdam News Long Island section. 
All this while there developed no leaping 
flame of love, but a steady companionship 
which burned brighter and warmer. Then 
came the night we took Allen’s son to 
Coney Island. Ronald was a cute, little 
devil then—and just at the age of man- 
boy self asser- (Continued on Page 45) 
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In one of her first 
French musical re- 
vues, Josephine Baker 
appeared in rhumba 
costume in ‘‘La 
Creole” number. 


Third Part 


I ARRIVED in France on a rainy, de- 

pressing afternoon. The day was dark 
but the future looked bright. We had a 
good trip coming across the Atlantic and 
now were looking forward to Paris, the 
fabulous City of Light about which we 
had all heard and read so much. Rain- 
drenched Cherbourg, where we landed, 
was a dismal introduction to France. But 
I told myself, “Rain is a sign of luck 
when you land in a strange place for the 
first time.” 

France was friendly to me from the 
start. The people were so warm and 
gentle. In a hundred ways the French 
showed that they were an older, wiser 
race than we were, and more experienced 
and accomplished in the arts of civiliza- 
tion. “I think I’m going to like this 
country,” I told one of the girls in the 
show the first week we were in Paris. 

I remember thinking, “Here I am in 
Paris, the world’s headquarters of styles, 
and I have no wardrobe worthy of the 
name.” All I had brought along were a 
few ridiculous gowns and a couple of 
pairs of low-heeled shoes. 

Our show was called the Revue Negre 
and we were scheduled to open two weeks 
after our arrival at the Theatre de 
Champs-Elysees. Those first few days 
were really hectic, full of rehearsals and 
work. I loved it though. I have always 
loved to work. I was particularly happy 
about my part in the show for in it | was 
to be featured doing the Charleston. 

The Charleston was the craze of the 
20’s all over America but Paris knew 
nothing about it until I introduced it in 





Y LIFE STORY 


BY JOSEPHINE BAKER 





In France she quickly finds 
success and falls in love with Paris. Then all 


Europe discovers her dancing art and she becomes the toast of the Continent 


Of A Serial Before departure for Europe, Josephine Baker appeared in Sissle and Blake musical 
called In Bamville. Here she is pictured in old theatrical photo taken in 1924. 


Revue Negre. Parisians took the dance 
to their hearts. The Charleston brought 
something new and exciting to popular 
dancing in France. Its frenzied motions 
appealed to the nervous tempo of the 
times. When I left New York, the 
Charleston was being danced by little 
children on the streets of Harlem and by 
professionals in night clubs and theaters. 
Paris was ripe for the Charleston. 

Our opening was sensational. I had 
never known an opening so thrilling, so 
full of glamour. My heart was pounding 
with excitement as I waited in the wings 
for my first entrance, but when | went 
on, dancing across the wide stage of the 
Theatre de Champs-Elysees, I relaxed 
completely and gave what I felt was a 
pretty good performance. The critics 
thought so too. In praising the show, 
most of the Parisian drama critics were 
very generous to me. I shall never forget 
the wonderful things drama critic Pierre 
de Regnier said about me. This is how 
he described my performance that night: 

“At this moment a strange personality 
enters the stage, very rapidly, walking 
with knees bent, and who looks like a 
cross between a kangaroo and a bicycle 
rider. She is Josephine Baker. Is it a 
man? Is it a woman? Her lips are 
painted dark, her skin is the color of a 
banana, her hair is short, glued to the 
head as if combed down with caviar. Her 
voice is very high, she is agitated. By 
‘a continuous tremor her body twists like 
asnake or more exactly like a saxophone 
in movement, and the sounds of the 
orchestra seem to come out of her body. 





Pepito Avatino became husband of Jose. 
phine Baker in 1928 shortly after her ar. 
rival in France. Italian was her manager 
on tours in Europe and South America, 





ench manufacturer 
ean Lyon married 
Baker in 1937. 
hey were divorced 
hree years later. 


Famed movie actor 
Jean Gabin appeared 
in movie “Zouzou” 
with Jo Baker, played 

Often in news, Jo # her half-brother. 

Baker helped start 

Paris auto race with 

woman driver Violette 

Moirriss. 
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She makes faces, she crosses her eyes, she 
blows out her cheeks. Then she leaves 
the stage, walking on her hands and feet, 
with her legs stiff and her posterior 
higher than her head. Is she horrible? 
Is she ravishing? Is she white? Has she 
hair on her head, or is her head painted 
black? Nobody knows. You don’t have 
time to know it.” 

Naturally, I was thrilled by Regnier’s 
review. The Revue Negre was a smash 
hit. Parisians flocked to see it, and its 
success was compared to that enjoyed 
by the famed Ballet Russe. The weeks 
sped by swiftly and business got better 
all the time. 

After one month I was sold on Paris. 
“This is the town for me,” I said over 
and over again. 

I felt an instinctive feeling of friend- 
ship for Paris and it was a mutual thing. 
Paris is a city of great beauty, warmth 
and tenderness. Its citizens are among 





the most civilized and considerate in the 
world. Paris in 1925 was a delightful 
place to be living. Life was good. But 
it was the atmosphere of the city that I 
found so exciting. The city was unique, 
and that was all there was to it. I felt 
that I was going to do things in the 
theater I had never done before. I no 
longer felt inhibited. 

I wandered all over Paris in those 
early weeks, mostly on foot, breathing in 
its atmosphere and drinking up its tradi- 
tions. I spent many days on the Left 
Bank exploring its narrow streets and 
gazing into the windows of the shops on 
the Boulevard Ste. Germain and the Ave- 
nue Montparnasse. I saw all the things 
American visitors usually see during the 
first two weeks—the Arc de Triomphe, 
the Eiffel Tower, the Tuilleries Gardens, 
the Louvre, the world-renowned beauty 
spots of the capital of France. Then I got 
off the beaten track and started exploring 





First return to 
U.S. was made by 
Jo Baker in 1935 


feld Follies.” 


to appear in “Zieg- 


on my own. I discovered the real Paris, 
the Paris of the little man. 

“This city has a soul,” I thought. “It 
has more passion and sensitivity and 
grace than any other place I know.” It 
didn’t take me long to adopt Paris as my 
favorite city. We soon realized that we 
both understood each other completely. 

During the early months I lived in 
many houses in different parts of Paris. 
They were all very interesting and each 
provided me with a new set of experi- 
ences and left unforgettable memories. 
For a while I lived in a huge house on 
the Champs-Elysees that resembled a 
palace. It had a very impressive marble 
hallway and I remember thinking, “can 
this be real? Surely it is but a dream 
that will soon end.” But it was real and 
I was divinely happy. 

My success was growing and soon of- 
fers to appear in other countries came 
from all directions. I wanted to accept 
all of them at once, so anxious was | to 
appear in cities I had read about all my 
life. 

Paris was very kind to me and | was 
grateful. Admirers sent presents back- 
stage and waited to speak a few words 
and to kiss my hand. It was all so dif- 
ferent from the United States! I was 
showered with presents. I received rings 
which blazed with fire from the sparkling 
stones in them; pearls as white as snow, 
flowers shipped from Italy, North Africa 
and plants from exotic places. It soon 
became known that I loved animals, and 
people siarted sending me pet bears, 
dogs, ducks, rabbits, and leopards. 


I MARRIED Pepito Avatino in 1928, 

and found a home, a family and af- 
fection. Pepito was warm, sensitive, gra- 
cious and intelligent. He was an Italian 
and had the typical Latin temperament 
which I came to love. Following our 
marriage, I accepted contracts to per- 
form in Holland. 

The people of Holland loved my per- 
formances. Sometimes I was stopped on 
the streets and asked to dance. Pepito 
and I were very happy in Holland. From 
there I toured the Scandinavian countries 
with equal success. In Copenhagen I 
danced for the Royal family at a com- 
mand performance. In Stockholm I gave 
a special private performance for King 
Gustav of Sweden. Afterward he said he 
liked me very much. 

In Sweden I (Continued on Page 67) 
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Because Liz never had a col- 
lege education she thought 
she was beneath Vince and 
not worthy of his love. Even 
when he married her, she car- 
ried the feeling in her heart 
until it almost wrecked their 
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“Get your clothes and pack them nou 
Were going (0 get marri right now.” 


66 ARLING,” Vincent’s deep, rich 
voice came from his cozy little 
study adjoining the living room. 

I uncurled myself from the depths of 
the chair from which I’d been watching 
the Ed Sullivan show and went in to him. 
Seeing him there, sitting at his desk, por- 
ing intently over a mass of papers, legal 
books strewn in front of him, my heart 
swelled with a bursting pride. The frown 
of concentration left his forehead as he 
looked up at me and smiled. I put my 
arms around his neck, teasingly nipped 
his ear. 

“What do you want, Daddy?” I whis- 
pered as he flinched. 

“Baby,” he protested in mock alarm. 
“Do you want to jeopardize the whole 
civil rights structure of the Negro in the 
United States? You better watch that 
stuff if you want me to get any work 
done.” 

I went along with the act, gave a make- 
believe pout as I stepped away. 

“Who’s more important, Daddy, the 
race or me? Why’d you call?” 

“Because I’m starved. Just wondered 
if you could fix me up one of those Dag- 
woods—with ham ’n cheese ’n the works 
—and a big, long cool drink of brew.” 

I bowed eloquently. 

“Your slightest wish, my lord, is this 
humble servant’s most imperative com- 


mand,” I told him teasingly. 

I headed for our neat-as-a-pin little 
kitchen. Slicing the bread for Vince’s 
Dagwood, I told myself: I am going to 
be one of the proudest women in the 
United States tomorrow morning when 
my husband stands up before the State 
Supreme Court as chief counsel for the 
National Association for the Advance- 
ment of Colored People in one of the 
most important civil rights actions in the 
nation’s history. I thought of how the 
cameras would flash as he made his dig- 
nified entry into the Supreme Court 
chambers; how every ringing word he 
would utter would electrify hundreds of 
thousands of people who would read of 
his brilliant militancy in the daily and 
Negro press. The sandwich finished, I 
took a frosted can of beer from the re- 
frigerator, jabbed a hole in it with the 
can opener, let the beer trickle into one 
of his favorite mugs and carried the tray 
to his study. Vincent was lost again in 
his work. I set the tray down and tip- 
toed back to my chair. 

The Sullivan show was going full blast, 
but my thoughts wandered away from 
television to the drama of Vincent and 
me—how nearly we had skirted a crack- 
up in our marriage—a crackup which 
would have meant the end of all my 
dreams and (Continued on Page 55) 
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To banish ‘‘tattle-tale gray,’’ and 
always have your wash look cleaner, 
smell cleaner and be cleaner, 
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nothing succeeds like Fels-Naptha Soap. 


FELSO, the All-Purpose White Detergent, is also made by FELS & CO. 
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a UGUST DAYS are outdoor days. It is the last call for 
Summer vacations, glorious hours at the beach, outings 
to the country. The warm Summer sun is at its peak and 
the whole family will want to bask in their swim suits and 
play clothes to get the full benefits of “Ol Sol.” Mother and 
Sis want to relax before September school days roll around 
gain while Dad and Junior are all set for their big fling—a 
ishing trip. 
Whatever your plans, make relaxation the order of the day 





during this last hot month of Summer. It can be lots of fun— 
and keep you healthy for the strenuous days ahead. The 
“take it easy” motto can make this the most enjoyable month 
of the year even if it’s the hottest. Get outside and live in the 
great outdoors and when you do go inside, plan cool refresh- 
ing menus and light, easy-to-wear clothes. And if you must, 
start your Fall plans early. Some tips for looking ahead will 
be found in planning your wardrobe and looks in the fashion 
and beauty features on the following pages. 
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BEAUTY 


Miracles 


H OW HOLLYWOOD makeup men turn out glamorous movie 

queens with their makeup kits has always intrigued wom- 
en—especially those women who have ever seen film stars in 
real life and noticed how different they looked from their screen 
appearance. Makeup men accomplish miracles with facial fea- 
tures and what they do on the screen can often be translated 
into everyday use by women. To get an idea of what makeup 
men can do, TAN CoNFESSIONS arranged with Hollywood make- 
up artist Wray Meltmar to do a series showing how women are 
glamorized in the movie capital. The first of the series is 
done with Dorothy Browne on these pages and shows how the 


Makeup tools used by Wray Meltmar are stacked on table before 
going to work, include special pancake and powders. 


With foundation applied, Dorothy Mascara is applied to upper 
begins to take on new appearance. eyelashes with brush. 





In Makeup 


problems of a young girl with an oval face, full lips and ragged 
eyebrows are solved. Next month Meltmar will demonstrate 
in pictures makeup problems of older women. 

Techniques used by Meltmar on colored skins are a skillful 
blending of makeup materials and colors to flatter darker hues. 
He believes that “the corrective makeup and cosmetic color 
harmony for white skins won’t work for colored skins” and 
has worked out his own theories on makeup methods for all 
shades of skin tints. Author of a book, Photographic Makeup, 
as well as a newspaper column, “New Faces For Old,” he 
conducts classes for Negro women on the West Coast. 


‘ 


Going to work Meltmar sets hair of Dorothy Browne and starts 
applying coat of pancake, blending highlights over foundation. 


Eyebrow pencil darkens Lipstick is applied with a brush for 
and elongates brows. sharp, clean outline. 

















HEALTH 


The True Facts 
About Diabetes 


By Dr. Julian Lewis 
Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


A FAT MAN goes to a doctor to find why he has one large 
~* boil after another; a young lady complains of an in- 
satiable appetite and thirst; a woman has to get up several 
times a night to pass water; a middle-aged man has pre- 
maturely become impotent; an elderly lady has a sore on her 
big toe that will not heal; a young man develops an eye 
cataract. 

The first thing the knowing doctor will do for these people 
is to send specimens of urine and blood to the laboratory for 
analysis. Usually, and as he suspected, the report will come 
back that the specimens contained excessive amounts of sugar. 
The doctor has thus confirmed his suspicion that his patients 
have diabetes because repeated skin infections, increased 
desire for food and water (called polyphagia and polydipsia, 
respectively), excessive urination (polyuria), ulceration or 
gangrene of the toes, early degeneration of the sexual organs, 
and cataract of the eye in young people are some of the 

ymptoms often associated with this disease. 

Diabetes is a common affliction, much more common than 
people suspect because it begins very insidiously without any 
recognizable symptoms. Many times its presence is not known 
until a routine medical examination is made as, for example, 
when applying for life insurance or for army service. At its 
beginning it is a mild disease. At this stage it can be treated 
easily. Unrecognized and therefore untreated it progressively 
becomes worse and more difficult to manage. 

For this reason some doctors advocate the mass survey of 

ommunities in order to find with the aid of urinalyses these 
early cases of diabetes before they become severe. If for no 

»ther reason than the possibility of discovering early diabetes 
the private periodic medical examination is a very important 
and valuable habit. 

Sugar, either in the form of starches converted to sugar in 
the body, or consumed directly, is a necessary food. We 
lerive most of our energy from it, energy which is manifested 
chiefly as body heat or muscular action. There are many 
different kinds of sugar. That which the body uses is called 
grape sugar, dextrose, or glucose. The cane sugar with which 

e sweeten our coffee or desserts is not utilized as such but 
is first converted to dextrose by digestion in the bowels. 

in order to burn dextrose in the body and convert it into 
nergy it is necessary to have present a hormone which for 

past thirty years has been called insulin. Without this 

\ormone, sugar passes out of the system through the kidneys 
ithout benefit to the body. Diabetes is the condition where 
1ere is a deficiency of insulin. If the deficiency is slight, the 
liabetes is mild, If insulin is entirely absent, the patient is 
illed a complete diabetic. There may be all degrees of 

erity between these extremes. 
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long as that of normal, healthy person. 


These simple facts are now known by any bright high 
school student who has studied physiology. However, such 


a clear understanding of diabetes has not always been avail- 


able. For many years doctors have known that this disease 
is associated with the pancreas, the gland which in animals 
slaughtered for food is called the “belly sweetbreads.” They 
knew this because when they removed by surgery the pan- 
creas from dogs in the laboratory the animals developed 
diabetes indistinguishable from that in humans. But, how- 
ever hard the most distinguished scientists tried, they could 
not find the substance in the pancreas which it undoubtedly 
contained that could prevent or cure diabetes. 

It remained for an inexperienced young Canadian doctor 
to find why others failed and to establish a method which 
resulted in one of the world’s most important medical dis- 
coveries. Dr. Banting, an army doctor in the first World 
War, lay recuperating from a wound in a French hospital. 
With plenty of time to muse over the problem of diabetes in 
which he was interested, he suddenly had an idea which he 
was certain would work. As soon as he was released from 
army service he hurried back to the University of Montreal, 
associated himself with Dr. Best, another young doctor, and 
tested out his idea. In 1922 millions of rejoicing diabetics the 
world over received the joyful news that death from this 
disease was no longer inevitable. Insulin had been discovered. 

Now that we know how easily it (Continued on Page 81) 


Injections of insulin now give diabetics a life span almost as 
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HOME HINTS 


Wide variety of glass cooking utensils is available and especially excellent for vegetables and sauces. 


Now They’re Cooking With Glass 


(NE OF the cleanest and fastest ways of cooking is with 

glassware. Yet, some homemakers are confused over 
the use of heat-resistant glass ovenware and flameware. There 
are a great number of doubts in their minds as to how it 
should be used. There are several do’s and don’ts that every- 
one should remember when cooking with glass. 

The greatest advantage of cooking with glass is the fact 
that you can watch your food cook. Because the glass holds 
heat, the food will cook quicker and takes less fuel’ and saves 
precious time. Glassware is easy to clean and does not hold 
odors. 

To successfully cook with glass and get the most out of it 
like any other kitchen ware, there are a few things one should 
bear in mind. While pyrex ware will stand considerable 
abuse, it is not unbreakable. There are limits of rough han- 
dling. Heating or cooling dishes too quickly shortens the 
life. All hot glassware should be handled with dry cloths. 
All very hot dishes should be allowed to cool before adding 
water. Temperature changes do affect glass and that is one 
of the most important things to remember. 

Baking time for glassware is one-third faster. All baking 
dishes should be greased before using. Don’t put empty pans 


directly on flame—grease, liquid or food should be put in 
dish first. 

Some homemakers are confused over the use of heat-resist- 
ant glass ovenware and flameware. Heat-resistant glass flame- 
ware may be used on top of the range or in the oven; heat- 
resistant glass ovenware is for use in the oven—not on top 
of the range. For instance, a heat-resistant glass casserole is 
for oven use; a heat-resistant sauce pan may be used on top 
of the range or in the oven. 

A heat-resistant teapot is perfect for hot pudding sauces; 
the sauce is cooked right in the teapot (it’s flameware) and 
taken right to the table in the teapot which keeps the sauce 
hot for some time. 

Meat pie doesn’t always take two dishes for cooking. If 
you use a heat-resistant glass saucepan for cooking on top of 
the range, you can add the biscuit top and pop it into the 
oven for baking. The glass saucepan then goes to the table 
for serving. 

Heat-resistant glass can be used in hot ovens or in refrig- 
erators, but “spot cooling” is to be avoided. Don’t pour cold 
water into a heat-resistant glass dish just out of the oven, or 
set the dish down on a wet spot. 
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_ COOKING 


paar Top Pie 


lt 2 (1 ounce) squares unsweetened choco- 


th 


in 2 cups scalded milk in top of double 

ler. Stir in % cup all-purpose flour blended 
%, cup granulated sugar and % tsp. salt. 

id stir over hot-water until thickened. 


r in 2 well-beaten eggs and continue to cook 
stir 2 minutes longer. Remove from heat 


sh 4% cup raisins. 


i ae 


and stir in 1 tbsp. butter or margarine and 1 
tsp. vanilla extract. Cool. Pour into baked 
pastry shell. Whip % cup whipping cream 
until stiff and sweeten with 2 tbsp. confec- 
tioners’ sugar. Top pie with a fluffy border of 
cream. Sprinkle cream with % cup slivered 
roasted blanched almonds. 


Raisin Cream Pie 


Add % cup water and 
about 5 minutes. Mix together 35 cup 
ir, 4% cup cornstarch, 4 tsp. salt, % tsp. 
lered cloves, 4 tsp. grated nutmeg and % 
powdered cinnamon. Stir in 1 tall can 


porated milk (1%% cups) and 2 tbsp. mo- 


Add to cooked raisins and cook over 
vater until very thick, stirring occasionally. 


it 2 egg yolks, blend with a little of the hot 


re, then add to the rest of the hot mix- 


ture and cook two minutes longer. Cool. Turn 
carefully into a baked 9-inch pie shell and top 
with fluffy meringue made by beating together 
2 egg whites, 2 tbsp. cold water and \ tsp. 
salt until foamy. Gradually add % cup sugar, 
about a tablespoon at a time, beating con- 
stantly until meringue will stand in peaks, but 
is not dry. Pile lightly on pie and bake in a 
hot oven (425° F.) until delicately browned, 
about 5 minutes. 


Flaky French 


For pastry all ingredients should be cold. Sift 
2 cups flour with % tsp. salt. Work % cup 
shortening into flour. Mix 1% tsp. lemon juice 
to sufficient evaporated milk to make '% cup 
liquid. However, add only sufficient liquid to 
make dough soft enough to roll out. Roll 
dough to about % inch thickness. Cut in 
squares and fit in pie pans. Bake in hot oven 
(425° F.) until delicately browned, about 10 
minutes. Yield: 8 medium tart shells. For 
cream filling, blend % cup cornstarch and \& 
tsp. salt. Add 1 cup boiling water to % cup 
honey and stir until blended. Add gradually 
to the cornstarch, stirring to prevent lumping. 


One-Crust 


URING the hot months when Mother 

wants to cut cooking down to a 
minimum and when Dad likes cooling 
desserts, one-crust pies are an excellent 
choice to fill out the dinner menu. 
Though they may seem complicated at 
first, they are usually very successful be- 
cause they require little or no baking. 
And as for taste, they are always a 
delight. 

The modern housewife with stream- 
lined kitchen equipment at her fingertips 
can turn out an excellent pie crust with- 
out all the question marks that once ac- 
companied pie baking. And one-crust 
pies add something new, delicious and 
eye-appealing to any table. They are an 
epicurean delight made with a minimum 
amount of effort and time. 

One-crust pies have a way of looking 
lighter and seem to fill all requirements 
for summertime desserts after heavy 
meals. The real secret of making perfect 
chiffon pies is to know exactly how long 
to chill the gelatin. If it chills too long 
it becomes lumpy and stiff; the consist- 
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Set over boiling water and cook until very 
thick, stirring constantly. Beat 2 eggs. Add 1 
cup evaporated milk. Stir slowly inte corn- 
starch mixture. Continue cooking until mix- 
ture is smooth and thick, about 5 minutes. Cool. 
Add % tsp. almond extract. Pour into cool 
baked tart shells. Cover with 1 No. 2 can well- 
drained pitted sour cherries. To make cherry 

which is to be poured over the tarts, 
blend 2 tbsp. honey and % cup juice from 
canned cherries. Add slowly to 1 tbsp. corn- 
starch. Boil until clear and slightly thickened, 
stirring constantly. Cool, and pour over cher- 
ries in tarts. Chill before serving. 


Pie Treats 


ency should be a little thicker than the 
white of an egg and very cold. 

Be careful with measurements. They 
should be exact. 

These pies are most flexible and after 
the knack of their use has been per- 
fected, all sorts of new ideas can be put 
into your pies. 

One-crust pies allow the maker to show 
off decorating ability and there are so 
many little tricks that can be done with 
them—with fruits, nuts and whipped 
cream adding to their beauty. 

When making a one-crust pie that 
needs a baked crust, shape the pie crust 
on the back of a pie pan, crimp the edges 
and then prick the crust liberally all over 
with the end of a fork. This prevents 
blisters and excessive shrinkage. When 
ready to fill, transfer the crust to the in- 
side of the pan, add the prepared filling 
and then top with meringue. The final, 
short baking time sets and browns the 
meringue. With fresh fruits now in sea- 
son, this is a surefire pleaser of family 
palates. 





Pineapple Sponge Pie 


For crust, sift together one cup flour, % tsp. 
baking powder and %& tsp. salt. Cut in 4% cup 

ening until it is the size of peas. Add 2 to 
3 tbsp. ice water a little at a time mixing only 
enough to hold ingredients together. Place 
dough on lightly-flowered board and roll to 
about 4% inch thickness. Line a ten-inch heat- 
resistant glass crinkle edge pie plate. Allow 
pastry to extend about % inch beyond top 
edge of pie plate. Tuck pastry under so that 
it just comes to top of pie plate and press 
pastry into flutes on pie plate. To make filling, 
separate 3 eggs; add 1 tsp. grated lemon rind 


and 3 tbsp. lemon juice to egg yolks and beat 
until light. Sift 1 cup sugar, 3 tbsp. flour and 
1% tsp. salt together and stir into egg mixture. 
Cut 1 cup pineapple chunks into smaller pieces 
and add to egg mixture. Stir in 1 cup hot milk. 
Add \ tsp. salt to egg whites and beat until 
stiff. Carefully fold egg whites into rest of 
mixture. Pour into unbaked crust. Bake in hot 
oven, 425° F., for 10 minutes. Lower tempera- 
ture to 350° F., and continue baking for about 
35 minutes longer. Cool pie before serving and 
garnish with pineapple chunks and maraschino 
cherries. 


Mocha Chiffon Pie 


For the peanut butter and chocolate crumb 
crust, blend 4% cup peanut butter, few grains 
salt, 2 tbsp. sugar and % cup evaporated milk 
until smooth. Stir into 1 cup fine chocolate 
wafer crumbs (about 14 wafers) and mix well. 
Press crumb mixture firmly with the back of a 
spoon into a 9-inch pie plate to form pie shell. 
Chill. Fill with mocha chiffon filling made as 
follows: Soften 1 tbsp. unflavored gelatin in 
¥% cup cold water. Blend 2 tbsp. cocoa, 1 tbsp. 
soluble coffee and % cup sugar in a saucepan, 
then stir in % cup hot water. Bring to boil 
and cook 3 minutes, stirring occasionally. Beat 
1 egg yolk slightly. Add a little of the hot 


mocha mixture to the yolk and stir until well 
blended. Add egg mixture to remaining hot 
mocha mixture and, stirring constantly, con- 
tinue cooking over low heat for 3 minutes 
longer. Add to gelatin and stir. Chill. Stir in 
\% tsp. vanilla extract. Add % tsp. salt to the 
unbeaten egg white and beat until foamy. 
Gradually add 2 tbsp. sugar and continue beat- 
ing until the egg whites are stiff and glossy. 
Whip % cup chilled evaporated milk until 
stiff. Fold egg white and whipped milk into 
mocha mixture quickly. Turn into crust. Chill 
until set, about 2 hours. Before serving. deco- 
rate edge with rows of chocolate chips. 

39 















FASHION 


AS LATE SUMMER brings cooler evenings, a woman’s 
thoughts naturally turn to early Fall formals with the 
first flutter of dance dates dotting the calendar. Although 
the old standby of the long evening gown retains its hold, 
this season will see a trend to short, full-skirted formals with 
lace and ruffles in fabrics from gingham to taffeta. The soft, 
billowy, smart ankle-length dress too rates a place in formal 
showings for Fall. 
On this page are a choice selection of formal fashions 





i “Sea Gold,” all-year-round formal of thin weight pure silk brocade has side 
of gold nylon net which can be removed and a smart sash or bow used. Chic 
detail of side-gathered fan pouff sets off simplicity of dress. 









Early Fall Formals 


created by youthful Negro designer Bob Gordon of Chicago’s 
Art Institute. Some of them were done for fashionable 
Gold Coast society women by Gordon and rate as stunning 
creations. The designs demonstrate the flexibility of all styles, 
The conservative long gown is perhaps still most versatile, 
fitting all shapes and sizes and keeping a standard place in 
evening attire. The up-to-the-minute sheath style, which hugs 
the figure and best displays the shape, is designed for the 
very sleek woman. 





“White Rose” is delicate white French 
organdy worn over a sheath slip of pea 
green taffeta. Dress has butterfly tiers. 





“Midnight Magic” is very smart black 
taffeta and crepe dress. Bodice is of sheer 
crepe, skirt of lightweight taffeta. 











“Sheath of Green” is a name worthy of this sheath type, 

crease-resistant linen with simple lines and a deep inverted 

pleat in back. Highly styled with dark and light green side 
drape, its simplicity will fit into any party mood. 


“White Tie And Tails” is a most befitting title for 
smartly-designed evening dress made of white imported 
linen. Dress is molded to the body. Wide circular 
ruffle at bottom drapes to center front, allowing plenty 
of freedom for dancing. Black velvet boned bow and 
all black accessories add extra smartness to the dress. 

















HERE’s NOTHING quite so wonder- 

ful on a woman’s date book as a 
party. And when gay times are in pros- 
pect she takes the greatest pains to make 
herself attractive. To heighten the most 
gala night, a new and becoming hairdo 
offers the greatest possibility of any of 
the womanly features. 

Out where the Southwest begins well- 
known hair stylist Le Ora Hodge turns 
out wonderfully-exciting coiffures for the 
woman who is willing to try something 
“different” for an important date. A very 
pleasant thing about designing new coif- 
fures these days, says Miss Hodge, is the 
longer and fuller head of hair which per- 
mits a woman to vary her hair style and 
at the same time look right. “Now there 
need never be that deadly sameness in 








Zephyr style has vertical lines 
vith hair swept off the forehead 
: ito wide waves, ending in back 
vith a cascade of curls that begin 
moderately high off the neck. 


Ora Hodge makes a careful 
rspection of one of her coiffures 
make certain that it is right 
and pleases the patron. 






First Lady is designed to give 
youth. Soft curl by the ear has a 
tendency to shorten the nose. Hair 
length is not too short, not too 
long, just/snappy and right. 


Miss Sophisticrat is exciting hair- 
do, where a short hair cut is 
magically transformed into longer 
hair in a few seconds with a pin- 
on chignon. 





Party Hairdo’s 












” 


the way a woman arranges her hair. 
From her swank salon in Oklahoma City 
come the smartly coiffured women on 
these pages to support this idea. 

Many of the new party hairdos feature 
large waves, and there seems to be a lik- 
ing for the style in which hair is brought 
up at the sides and gives a youthful lift 
to the face. An off-the-forehead arrange- 
ment, with soft curls at the back, looks 
lovely if the forehead can take it. For 
all-out evening glamour, an array of 
jeweled clips or combs may be tucked in 
a chignon. 

With a little daring and desire to look 
her most beautiful on an important date, 
a gal can transform her hair style into 
real male-bait and be the hit of the party. 
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YOU CAN BE GLAMOROUS WITH Codorce2” 


HUMAN HAIR STYLES 


SEND ONLY $1.00 WITH ORDER — PAY BALANCE C.O.D... 
AND RECEIVE 
S/ 


LIFELIKE 
Curis 


BEAUTIFUL 


NATURAL 
LOOK 


CORONET 
OME COLD WAVE KIT 
A $2.30 GIFT WITH YOUR ORDER ‘AP WIG 
Symphony is sleek at the back and on the * OFFER LIMITED TO SUPPLY MIXED GRAY $2450 
left side, with a low side part and soft ar- 
tistic waves at the crown. 


$950 $q%s 
SINGLE PAGEBOY HEAVY 


“Truth in Silver” has rippling waves over 
right ear and at crown of head, extending 
_ to forehead. The ends are in bubble curls. 


10 STYLES IN 1 
“CHANGEABOUT” 
SwiTcH 


SMALL $45 


MED. 


GIANT tgs 


Switch Styles 
Sent With Order 


CLUSTER 


ORONET BEAUTY 
eo fon, NY 
New Y , N.Y. = wii 
losed 1.00 deposit in cash, money 
a sustt n order C.0.D, Plus FREE CORONET 


‘AVE KIT. 


Ww. Shode Price 
Send item 

@ JET BLACK 

OFF BLACK 


fH DARK BROWN 
fm BROWN 
. MIXED GREY 
| “Romantic” has harmonizing lines and $150 EXTRA 
| Waves and is most versatile for the woman 


with longer than short hair. 














CHILD CARE 


Often children’s fears are reflected in night-time terror of the unknown. Dreams are frequent among insecure children. 


What Do Children Fear? 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


Mi OST ADULTS look back upon childhood as a happy, 

carefree existence completely devoid of worry and fear. 
\ctually, many of today’s children are not the happy-go-lucky 
ndividuals that we imagine them and in most cases it is we 
adults who are to blame. 

Recently a young mother was walking down the street with 

er three-year-old son when a rather large and playful dog 
ambled toward them. Quite naturally the little boy looked at 
the dog and then looked up at his mother and started to speak. 
Before he could say what was on his mind, his mother leaned 
ver protectively and said: 

“Don’t be afraid, Johnny. Mama won’t let that bad dog 
hurt you.” And then to the dog. “Get away, doggie. Get 
away!” 

By her actions that mother was manufacturing another 

‘ear to add to those her child already had. Thousands of 
other mothers (and many fathers, too) are daily creating 
ew fears among their children—fears of snakes, thunder- 
orms, all types of animals and even fear of high places. 
sually the parent does not intend to engender fear but by 
me act of over-protectiveness in attempting to guard the 
hild from fear—fear is created. 

[n some cases fear is a natural emotion. The young baby 

sms to have an innate fear of falling and very early learns 

hang on tightly to its mother. Sudden noises seem to 
righten even the tiniest babies—even before one would im- 
gine their senses are well-enough developed to notice such 
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sounds. Actually fear is a part of the defense mechanism 
nature gives us to help us in our struggle for survival in a 
world that does present many dangers. Fear causes an extra 
flow of adrenalin to the heart, the heart beats faster, the flow 
of blood through the body is stepped up and we become more 
alert, our senses are keener, we are even much stronger than 
normally and we are better-equipped physically to cope with 
danger. 

But most children who fear, fear needlessly. Many, like 
the little boy and the dog, grow up afraid of dogs because 
an overprotective adult made them afraid of dogs. Of course 
there are some dangerous dogs in the world, and occasionally 
one of these dogs is wandering loose on the street. But the 
usual stray dog is harmless and friendly. 

Children normally do not seem to fear height. There was 
a story in the newspapers recently of an 18-month-old child 
who climbed a narrow ladder to the top of a 50-foot water 
tower. Someone had to bring him down but at no time did 
he show the slightest fear of the height. You can be sure that 
his mother was not the type who jumped to grab him every 
time he climbed on a chair. Even his adventure with the 
water tower would not make him fear height unless someone 
burdened him with fears. Children love to climb and the 
child who first makes his way to the top of a jungle gym in 
a playground is not only proud of his accomplishment but is 
building up a feeling of security in his own prowess that will 
make him a more dependable adult. (Continued on Page 82) 
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tion, gravely sweet to me and obviously 
adoring his dad. I did my best to get 
slose to him, but there was a certain 
polite reserve. Allen didn’t notice it, but 
Tdid. In fact, Allen raved the next eve- 
ming about how good I was with Ronald. 
That was the evening Allen produced a 
ush little box with a ring and asked 
e to marry him. 
It wasn’t exactly the way I had wanted 
It was all too serene and friendly and 
not enough of the sweet headiness of ro- 
nance I had always yearned for. We 
thad kissed many times, but the kisses had 
been affectionate. Our lips had never met 
in the searching, eager way of lovers. I 


took the ring slowly in my hands, cupped 
its glowing frenzy and said, head bowed: 
“Allen, do you love me? Do you love 
me—or are you lonely, still on the re- 
bound from the first time? Or is it be- 
cause you think I’ll make a good mother?” 
“You silly kitten,” Allen protested, tak- 
ing me in his arms. “There’s no reason 
except that I love you. Trouble is we 
have come to mean so much to each other 
that I thought my heart had spoken aloud 
for my lips a thousand times. I thought 
you could see it, tell it, darling.” His 
voice was low and passionate and _ it 
ism thrilled me. “Of course I love you. It’s 
na not a rebound, darling. This is it for me.” 
tra . He kissed me and time, space and place 
™ were lost in that burning delight which 
passes only between a woman and her love. 
ore I was up on a fleecy cloud, riding high 
1an over the whole world. My dream was 
‘ith coming true. 
The next day we told Mother and Dad 
ke and they acted as parents have acted since 
the beginning of time—foolishly proud 
se and foolishly hurt. 
se The day after that we told Ronald. We 
lly took him to a basketball game and in a 
he little restaurant on Sutphin Boulevard 
Allen leaned across the table and said: 
“Son, Gerri’s going to be your new 
= mother.” 
ld I thought it was a charming way for him 
er to say it but neither of us were prepared 
id for the reaction. Ronald’s head jerked up 
at tesentfully. His chin came forward with 
a strong stubbornness and he said politely: 
ry “Yes, Father, I know.” 
1€ Allen threw me a glance of appealing 
1€ distress. A little chill came over me. Ron- 
e ald had acknowledged our relationship ex- 
“ actly as he would have taken a punishment 
‘ or accepted denial of a pleasure. 
But we both knew he was miserable. 
ll Allen and I began to talk rapidly then, 
) but I saw the old look back in his eyes. 








At my door that night, he said seriously: 
“Gerri, darling, you must understand 
that it’s a new idea for Ronald. Some- 
thing he has to become used to. He'll love 
you even more than I do when you two 
get to know each other well.” 

“Of course, sweet,” I assured him. But 
my heart wasn’t in it. I had disquieting 
premonitions. “You should have told him 
when I wasn’t there,” I added. 

“There aren’t going to be any secrets in 
this family,” my husband-to-be said gaiiy. 


E WERE married at Aunt Laura’s 

church—a fact which helped to melt 
the icy disapproval with which she viewed 
the whole idea. Our honeymoon in Can- 
ada was heavenly. Back in Allen’s home, 
I set about the second most important job 
of my marriage—being a devoted mother. 
The agency I had contacted for Allen had 
supplied him with a fine, matronly soul of 
a housekeeper who would have probably 
worked for nothing to be around Ronald 
whom she adored and spoiled outrageous- 
ly. Since I had given up my job at the 
real estate office, I saw no need for the 
extra expense of a housekeeper. Allen’s 
practice was growing, but the money we 
would save would make a big difference. 
That wasn’t the first consideration. I had 
to gain Ronald’s love and respect and I 
didn’t want any interference. 

It was this decision which began the 
open conflict between Ronald and me. 
When I broached the subject to Allen and 
explained my reason, he agreed heartily. 
Several minutes after that we had made 


the decision, Allen went into Ronald’s 
room to tell him good night. Remember- 


ing that I hadn’t kissed Ronald good night, 
| slipped on my house slippers and went 
across the hall to join them. The door 
was slightly ajar and I heard Ronald’s 
voice. The words that came across the 
hall to me stunned me: 

“But I want you to keep Mrs. Marden, 
Father,” the boy was protesting. “I like 
her and we get along fine and besides, 
she reminds me of my own mother.” 

I turned back into my room and stood 
in front of the mirror, breathing hard. I 
felt as though someone had slapped me 
brutally in the face. A few minutes later, 
Allen came back in the room. I know 
now that I should have pretended I had 
heard nothing, but I couldn’t manage the 
deceit. I turned and faced my husband, 
trembling. 

“T overheard what Ronald said, Aller,” 
I declared tensely. “What are you going 
to do about it?” 

In restrospect, I wonder how LI could 
have been so tactless, forcing the issue in 
an uncomfortable situation, putting Allen 
on the spot. 

He had a worried look on his face. He 
shrugged his shoulders helplessly. 

“Let’s not magnify this thing, darling,” 
he said in a miserable tone. “Let’s just 


’ 


‘keep Mrs. Marden around for a few weeks 


until Ronald gets more accustomed to you. 
After all...” He didn’t finish. 


I stifled the angry words. I wanted to 
tell Allen that we must face this situation 
now and firmly. I wanted to demand that 
he bring about a showdown. But I said 
as brightly as possible: 

“Yes, dear, maybe that’s best.” 

Mrs. Marden was a sweet understand- 
ing woman. She truly loved Ronald and 
she tried hard to be friendly with me. But 
the sting of Ronald’s words caused me to 
act bitterly toward her. I was resentful of 
her very presence and I showed it in the 
thousand mean, tiny ways which women 
can use against other women. I took 
every opportunity to show her that I was 
mistress of the house, countermanding 
plans she made for Ronald and overrid- 
ing her decisions. She lapsed into a re- 
signed furtive relationship with the boy 
and they became allies against me. 

On the face of things, Ronald was a 
dutiful son, obeying my every word, main- 
taining a cold, respectful politeness and a 
distance I could never reach. Now I know 
that I could have reached him if I had 
only realized that he was a love-starved 
kid who had idolized his mother, lost her 
and doubled his adoration for his father, 
only to find a stranger coming in to take 
away some of the love and attention he 
had enjoyed. Allen was away from home 
a great deal of the time. I brooded over 
the fact that Ronald told Mrs. Marden 
little things about school, discussed with 
her what color his next suit should be, 
went to her with his problems. 

One evening I went into Ronald’s room 
and came straight to the point. 

“Ronald,” I said, “I'd like to talk with 
you, son.” 

He flinched at the word “son.” 

“Yes ma’am,” he answered politely, his 
face rigid, his body stiff. 

I went around to him, sat on his bed, 
put my arm on his shoulder. 

“Ronald, don’t you want to make your 
father happy?” 

He wouldn’t look at me, stared straight 
ahead. 

“Yes ma’am,” he answered in a voice 
which showed he was hoping I'd finish 
soon. 

“Couldn’t you call me mother, dear?” 
I pleaded. “Not only to make your father 
happy, but because I love you too and 
want you to love me.” 

His tight little voice brought out the 
words with what seemed like a great effort. 

“My mother’s over there—on my dress- 
er,” he said. 

I looked and saw the picture of the 
pretty, sensitive face. 

“Of course, darling,” I tried again, “I 
know no one can take her place but you 
see, your father and I want this to be a 
happy family in which all of us are kind 
and nice to each other. I wish you'd let 
me be a sort of second mother. I’m sure 
she wouldn’t mind.” 

A torrent of tears shook Ronald’s shoul- 
ders. I recoiled before the hatred that 
throbbed in his voice as he sobbed: 

“She would too mind. She would too. 
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She’s the only mother I’ve got and I don’t 

want another one.” 

In the grip of emotion neither of us had 
heard Allen come in downstairs or up ait 
steps to Ronald’s room. 

“Ronald,” he cried in an angry voice. 

Ronald turned and faced him. It was 
then, whirling on me, that he spat out 
the ugly words I can’t forget. 

“I hate you. I hate you. I don’t want 
you for my mother.” 

Lying on the bed in my room, I heard 
Ronald’s door close and Allen and he were 
closeted in there together for what seemed 
hours. 

A little later, they came in to me. Al- 
len’s face was drawn, Ronald’s eyes swol- 
len and bitter. 

“Go ahead,” I heard Allen say. “Tell 
her.” 

“I apologize,” Ronald told me stiffly. 
His teeth were still clenched. The hate 
was still in his voice. It was a secret hate, 
concealed from his father, but communi- 
cated clearly to me. 

That was my moment of trial. I should 
have sat up on my bed, stopped feeling 
sorry for myself and told Ronald that I 
understood. I should have held him in my 
arms and let the bitter tears come out of 
his tight little system. It might have 
cleaned away part of the resentment. But 
[ wasn’t big enough to deal with this small, 
heart-broken little boy. 

I turned on him instead, and said bit- 
terly: 

“The best way to apologize, Ronald, is 
to try to act decent and call me mother.” 

I heard Allen gasp. Ronald trembled. 
He took one look up at his father’s pain- 
stricken eyes, drew a deep breath and 
said: 

“Yes, mother.” 

Then he ran out of the room and Allen 
stood looking down at me. 

“You shouldn’t have forced him, Gerri,” 
he reproached me gently. “You can’t 
force love. I’m. not backing him in what 
he said or the way he acts, but you 
shouldn’t have forced him.” 

My ragged feelings flared: 

“You are, you are,” I shouted. “You 
spoil him. The idea of letting him get 
away with acting like a baby. If we’re 
both going to live in this house, Allen, he’s 
going to behave himself. If you were any 
kind of a husband, you’d have given him 
a whipping for what he said to me.” 

Allen gazed at me with a level, steady 
look. I saw the thin line of his temple 
throbbing—a sign I had learned to recog- 
nize as a,danger sign. 

“I’ve never laid hands on that boy in 
my life, Gerri,” he said slowly. “And, 
what’s more, I never will.” 

He walked out of the room and went 
downstairs to his study. 

I lay across the bed, thinking of the 
ugliness which had come into our home, 
shivering as I remembered Ronald’s ter- 
rible words, the tight, resentful way he had 

apologized. 

Finally, I went downstairs to Allen’s 
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study. He was hunched over his desk, 
reading. a brief, but I know instinctively 
that his eyes had been on the same words 
for a long time. 

“I’m sorry, Allen, terribly sorry,” I 
apologized. “I guess it was my fault too.” 

He smiled up at me. 

“Maybe I have been treating Ronald like 
a baby,” he said slowly. “Maybe he is 
spoiled.” 

It was a relief to make up with Allen, 
but I was still determined that I would 
make Ronald act sensible. 


THE NIGHT RONALD graduated from 

high school, a telegram arrived with 
the news that Allen’s first wife—the moth- 
er Ronald loved so dearly—had died in a 
Stamford hospital. Allen and Ronald 
went to the funeral.. I was lonesome and 
lost while they were away and feeling a 
little out of place in this tragedy which 
had come to them and for which I had no 
feeling of my own. I wandered about the 
house aimlessly, stopped in Ronald’s room 
and gazed at the little picture he had kept 
so faithfully in its gray, worn cardboard 
frame. 

I looked tenderly at the frayed card- 
board and I remembered an exquisite little 
gold frame Aunt Laura had given me from 
her store of old, precious belongings. I 
went up to the attic, found it at the bot- 
tom of a trunk, dusted it off and took it 
downstairs to put the picture in. I opened 
a drawer of Ronald’s dresser to put the 
old frame away, thinking he might like to 
keep it. My eyes fell on a thick little 
book—a diary. My hand _ instinctively 
went out to pick it up and then I felt 
ashamed and prying, but a deep curiosity 
got the better of me. I thumbed through 
the pages. 

A half hour later, I stole quietly out of 
Ronald’s room and went to the living room 
to sit in Allen’s favorite armchair to think. 
How can I ever tell the shame I felt—the 
tender sympathy which went out to the 
strange, uncompromising boy who, hating 
me, called me mother because he loved 
his father. Ronald’s life story was on 
those pages, in his slanted, jerky writing. 
His heart was on those pages. He had 
told his diary how he felt the night we 
were married—alone, forsaken, betrayed. 
He had written of my cold attitude toward 
him, of the night that his father had made 
him call me mother. 

But the passage that twisted my heart— 
the words I saw again in my mind as I 
sat in the darkening living room were 
these: 

“Mother-—-my real mother—is dead. 
Father and I are going to her funeral. 
Now I haven’t anyone left. Not even much 
of Father. Part of his heart will be in her 
grave. The rest of it is wrapped up in my 
stepmother. If only she didn’t hate me.” 

For the first time, I was beginning to 
understand Ronald and his feeling against 
me. Ronald didn’t really hate me any 
more. Ronald believed actually that I 
hated him—and he didn’t want me to hate 


him. I knew in those revealing moments 
that I had tried to deal with Ronald as 
one adult trying to cope with another. | 
knew that I hadn’t been seeking his love 
-for his sake—but to please his father, to 
make his father satisfied that I could take 
the boy’s mother’s place. I knew the truth 
of Allen’s words: 

“You can’t force love.” 

Allen and Ronald came home the next 
day. We sat in the living room and talked 
quietly for a few minutes, then Ronald 
excused himself and went upstairs. 

He went up slowly. With the new wis- 
dom I had gained in that half-hour steal- 
ing a look into Ronald’s heart—in his 
diary—I realized that I had never heard 
Ronald run up the steps, boy-like. A few 
minutes later, as Allen was describing the 
funeral to me, Ronald came into the room 
slowly. His cheeks were glistening with 
fresh tear stains. In his hand he car. 
ried the picture with the little gold frame 
I had left on his dresser. 

He held it up and said to me simply: 

“Thank you, mother.” 

It was the first time he said mother— 
really. 

I went to him, took his face in my hands, 
and kissed him. 

Allen’s face was eloquent with gratitude. 

After that night, I began doing every- 
thing in my power to give Ronald a chance 
to write some happy things in his secret 
little diary. He responded to my new, 
affectionate attitude with such eagerness 
that I began to know what I had been 
missing over the years—the pride and joy 
of motherhood, the thrill of having some- 
one who trusts and respects you. We only 
had a summer to make up for lost time 
because Ronald had been accepted by Yale 
University, his dad’s Alma Mater. But, 
in that summer Allen and I and our son 
captured all the intimacy and tenderness 
which had seemed a hopeless goal. 

Ronald’s-a sophomore at Yale now. To- 
morrow he’ll be home for a weekend with 
us. He and I have kept it a secret to 
surprise Allen. Tomorrow afternoon, I’m 
going to Penn Station to meet his train. 
Tomorrow night, at the dinner table, 
Allen and I will be aglow with the warm 
pride we share in our tall, erect son, whose 
excellent grades, popularity on the campus 
and leadership in extracurricular activities 
have put him way out in front at school. 

We'll be even happier because we can 
say that hatred, in our family relationship, 
is a matter of the past. Not that I have 
taken the place of Allen’s mother. I never 

could. But, increasingly, I am becoming 
his friend, his confidante. When his train 
comes into the station and he comes to- 
ward me with long, loose stride, he’ll catch 
me in his strong, young arms and whisper 
one of the most precious words a woman 
can hear: “Mother.” 

And he’ll mean it because he’ll be say- 
ing it to a woman who learned—the hard 
way—that you can’t force love . . . but 
you can earn it. 


THE END 





Dz 


to 1 
her 





ments 
Id as 
er. | 
; love 
er, to 
take 
truth 


next 
alked 
ynald 


wis- 
steal. 
his 
eard 
few 

: the 
‘oom 
with 
car- 
ame 


nce 
ret 
ew, 
ess 
pen 
joy 
ne- 
nly 


ale 


- a Se Fr Ss ae 





Dangerous 
Marriage 


(Continued from Page 15) 





to work and I just have to have someone 
here to look after Sari.” 

It was then that I thought about Alma. 
Alma was my sister-in-law and she’d just 
had her first baby. My brother Jim was 
fighting somewhere in Korea and Alma 
was staying with my mother. But Alma 
and mother didn’t hit it off. They seemed 
to be constantly wrangling about this or 
that. I told Mrs. Watson—she told me her 
name was Lola Watson—about Alma and 
she asked to see her. 


FTER Alma moved into the Watson 

house, I’d drop out occasionally to say 
hello. Soon I found myself going there 
twice a week. Lola Watson always seemed 
happy to see me and gradually her friend- 
liness changed to something deeper. It 
was nothing she said or did. It was just 
something a man knows. I asked her one 
night why she didn’t have a boy friend and 
she said bitterly! 

“I had a no-good husband who deserted 
me. Left me with a baby and a stack of 
bills sky high. I guess when I divorced 
Leo I just divorced men in general.” But 
in her eyes as she looked at me there was 
a look that belied her words. 

Every time now that I took one or the 
other of the two girls I’d been dating since 
my divorce from Florabelle to a party or 
out to dine and dance, I’d find myself 
comparing them with Lola. 

Finally I was spending almost every 
night in the week at Lola’s. Of course, 
Alma was always there. The three of us 
would play penny-ante and now and then 
the Suli’s, who lived up the street, would 
come in for a game of canasta. 

Then one night Alma wasn’t there. 

“She went to the movies with that girl 
friend of hers . . . you know . . . Jean,” 
Lola said as she took my hat and coat. 

Sari was on the floor, coloring pictures 
in a large crayon book. 

“Look at this, Uncle Ben.” 
calling me Uncle Ben for weeks. 
this one special for you.” 

I bent down and admired the picture. 
“That’s real neat work, Chicken,” I said 
and tweeked her ear playfully. I looked 
up and Lola was smiling down at me. 

“It seems she does everything ‘special’ 
for you lately.” 

“Jealous.” I arched my brows at her. 

She laughed and walked toward Alma’s 
toom. “I just gave Jimmy his bottle and 
I'm going to fix him for the night.” 

I followed her. The baby was almost 
five months old and the spitting image of 
my brother Jim. He was laying on one of 
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those bathinette deals with the strap tied 
securely across his chest . . . kicking his 
fat legs and cooing. I watched while Lola 
shook some powder on him and pinned a 
diaper around him. Then she slipped him 
into a flannelette night shirt and picked 
him up holding him close .against her 
shoulder. 

“Isn’t he sweet, Ben?” 

The roly-poly, rascal nestled his head 
under Lola’s chin and she patted his bot- 
tom fondly. I looked at Lola with Alma’s 
baby snuggled in her arms and it seemed 
that she was everything that I had always 
wanted . . . and Alma’s son was mine 
and Lola’s too. 

I crossed to her swiftly and put my fin- 
ger under her chin lifting her face to 
mine. “Lola, honey, would you . . . could 
you ever consider marrying me?” The 
words came out so fast I hardly realized 
I was saying them. 

I’'d never held her in my arms, never 
even kissed her and here I was asking her 
to marry me. It just didn’t make sense. 
But it must have to her, for she said softly: 

“Ben ... Ben, darling.” Then she was 
in my arms and I was kissing her even 
though Jimmy was sort of in-between us. 


NEVER ASKED Lola about her ex- 

husband but from little things she let 
drop now and then, I gathered he’d been 
quite a heel . . . spending all his pay on 
some woman or other, then suddenly one 
day decamping, leaving her flat without 
even a buck to buy groceries. She'd di- 
vorced him for desertion. 

I told her briefly of the sordidness of 
my own marriage—how I was always drag- 
ging Florabelle out of taverns and how, 
near the end, she’d entertain different men 
in our home while I was working. 

So we started our marriage sort of on 
an even basis. We'd both had one failure 
and I was determined, as was Lola, to 
make this one work. Sari helped. She 
was the child I’d always wanted from 
Florabelle and later was glad I never got. 
Florabelle wasn’t even fit to mother an 
alley cat, let alone a baby. 

Every evening when I returned from 
work Sari would come rushing down the 
walk to throw herself in my arms. Id lift 
her high in the air and swing her around 
until she gasped.for breath. We'd go up 
the stairs together and Lola would be 
waiting at the door. She always had her 
brown hair tied back with a ribbon that 
matched whatever color dress or blouse 
she was wearing. I’d never thought a 
man could be as happy as I was during 
the first year of our marriage. 

The happiness was dimmed a little by 
the fact that neither my mother nor father 
would ever come to our home or allow me 
to bring Lola or Sari to theirs. 

“No good ever comes from mixing the 
races,” my mother would say dolefully, 
setting her lips in a firm line and refusing 
all invitations to supper or Sunday din- 
ners. I think my father would have re- 
lented, as the months passed, but Mother 


had ‘always made the family decisions and 
I guess Father was too old to attempt to 
change the pattern. 

Lola had only one brother who lived 
in another state and she hadn’t seen him 
for years. So her relatives were no prob- 
lem at all. 

Alma came now and then for a visit. 
She had moved into a small project apart- 
ment and was hoping that Jim would soon 
be home. 

I'm not exactly certain when it was I 
first realized that Sari was becoming aware 
of my color difference. Of course, I was 
used to the stares and the lifting of eye- 
brows that always followed us whenever 
I took Lola and Sari to the movies or to 
the local beach. But it never bothered 
Lola and me and Sari was too young to 
notice. . 

Then one day we were at the zoo. We 
were throwing peanuts to two seals who 
were flashing their sleek bodies in the pool 
behind the iron fence. Suddenly Sari said: 
“What makes you so brown, Uncle Ben?” 

I looked at Lola, saw her eyes widen. 
Then she said quickly to Sari, “What made ~ 
you ask Uncle Ben that, Sari?” 

Sari looked down at the ground and 
started to kick at a small mound of dirt. 
She didn’t answer Lola’s question. 

“Sari!” Lola crossed behind me and 
took Sari’s arm. “Answer me.” People 
around us were beginning to pick up their 
ears. I don’t know whether or not they'd 
heard Sari’s question but from the looks 
on several faces I guessed that they had. 

I put my arm through Lola’s and took 
Sari’s hand drawing them both away from 
the fence. “Not here, Lola,” I said under 
my breath. We walked across a short 
stretch of grass and sat down on an empty 
bench beside the duck pond. 

Sari sat on the very edge of the bench 
looking at us, her eyes wide and curious. 
“But you are brown, Uncle Ben.” 

Lola drew her breath in sharply and 
opened her mouth to speak. But I silenced 
her by covering her hands with one of 
mine and squeezing them gently. I looked 
at the child. 

“Yes I am, Sari.” 

“Why?” she insisted. 

I suppose there are books and articles 
to tell children about color differences but 
I'd never read any of them. So I an- 
swered flippantly, “I guess the good Lord 
left me in the oven overtime and I just 
baked to this color.” It wasn’t the right 
way to answer her serious question and 
I knew it, but it seemed to satisfy her. 
She laughed merrily and reached for the 
bag of peanuts I was holding. 

“Let’s feed the ducks now, Uncle Ben.” 

That Fall Sari started kindergarten. 
She told me excitedly the night of her first 
day at school: “There’s a little baked-too- 
long girl in my room just like you, Uncle 
Ben. Her name’s Mary.” 

I looked at Lola and smiled. Sari never 
brought Mary home with her to play but 
she brought other friends, lots of them at 
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first. Both Lola and I were happy for her 
now that she had playmates her own age. 
There were no young children living near 
us except the Suli’s boy, Harold. He was 
two years older than Sari and a heel-on- 
wheels. He’d kick her, spit at her and 
torment her generally. Finally we’d had 
to forbid her playing with him as we were 
afraid that he’d injure her. She’d been 
kind of a lonesome kid until she started 
school. 


[VE BEEN through the last war. I’ve 
seen men shot down in front of me with 
blood streaming over their faces, their 
arms and legs severed—but I hope to God 
I never have to go through another ex- 
perience like Sari’s sixth birthday cele- 
bration. 

Lola wrote out the invitations a few days 
before the big event. Sari wanted to in- 
vite everyone in her class, including her 
teacher, Miss Thatcher. But Lola held 
her down to ten and ruled Miss Thatcher 
out. 

“This is a party for children, Sari,” 
Lola told her, passing her the small en- 
velopes to seal. “We'll have a grown-up 
party some day and invite your teacher.” 

Sari thought that would be all right. 
She went to bed and left the small enve- 
lopes in a neat pile on the dining room 
table. When I saw “Mary” on the top 
envelope I felt a warm glow spread 
through me. 

I got off my route a little early on THE 
day. Lola had asked me to bring home 
the ice cream. We figured that a couple 
of quarts wouldn’t be too much for ten 
hungry young appetites. 

I reached home about three o’clock. The 
party was scheduled to begin at four. Lola 
made me shave and put on my best suit. 
The house was gay with pink and blue 
streamers criss-crossing the living-room 
and the dining-room. Lola and I had 
stayed up until one a.m. getting it done. 

Sari was wearing her new party dress. 
She swung her small body around and 
around to show me how the brief skirt 
twirled out. At a quarter to four Mary 
arrived, her face shining, her pigtails tied 
with wide yellow silk bows to match her 
dress. Sari greeted her at the door and 
took her to her room to leave her coat and 
hat as Lola had instructed her to do. They 
came back laughing and chattering. Mary 
was clutching a large, gaily-wrapped box 
under her arm. She looked uncertain as 
to what to do with it. 

“Would you like to put your present for 
Sari on the table?” I said, smiling at her. 
“She isn’t going to open any gifts until 
everyone’s here.” 

Mary nodded vigorously and Sari took 
her into the dining-room. Then they were 
back and Sari raced to press her nose 
against the window. The minutes dragged 
by. Lola and I just sat there. Finally I 
reached for the evening paper. The small 
mantel clock chimed the half hour. I 
looked over the paper at Lola. She was 
sitting stiffly erect on the edge of the divan, 


At 


her hands clenched in her. lap. 

“Why don’t they come, Mummy?” Sari 
hurled herself at Lola, tears bright in her 
eyes. “They all said they’d come.” 

I put the paper down. I hadn’t been 
reading it anyway. “Should we phone 
them, Lola?” I asked. “Maybe they mis- 
understood the date.” 

Lola shook her head. 

I stood up. “Guess I’d better turn up 
the refrigerator. We don’t want the ice 
cream to be all runny.” I walked quickly 
out of the room, away from the misery in 
Sari’s eyes and the tragic tightness of 
Lola’s mouth. 

At six o’clock the four of us sat down 
to the supper Lola had so carefully pre- 
pared. I pushed everything past the huge 
lump in my throat . . . though I wasn’t 
a bit hungry. Lola brought in the huge 
double-layer cake and I sand loudly, Hap- 
py Birthday To You, looking straight at 
Sari and smiling. Mary’s thin little voice 
joined in. I nudged Lola’s knee hard, 
under the table, and she too, began to sing. 
Sari made a brave attempt to smile but it 
was a pathetic little smile and the tears 
were rolling down her cheeks as she blew 
out her birthday candles. 

Sari thanked Mary for coming and for 
her very nice gift—a wool handkerchief 
for her head—in a tight, formal voice and 
I drove the child home. 

Much later, when Lola and I were in 
bed, the recriminations she’d been holding 
back all evening, came bursting out. 

“How . . . how could they be so cruel 
to a child?” 

I just held her close without speaking. 

Then she said suddenly. “Let’s move 
away from here, Ben.” 


“But, Lola,” I said quietly. “Where 
would we move?” 
“Anywhere .. . I don’t care . . . just 


so long as we're out of this neighborhood 
and Sari won’t have to see those children 
again.” 

I was silent for a long while and Lola 
said, “Are you asleep, Ben?” 

“No,” I said, a heaviness around my 
heart, “I’m just thinking.” 

“We could move out to that new devel- 
opment near Laurelhurst.” Excitement 
crept into her voice. “I think it’s about 
time we thought of buying a house any- 
way.” 

“Lola,” I said gently, “there’s nowhere 
we could go that would make any differ- 
ence. You and Sari are white and I’m a 
Negro. Just moving somewhere else isn’t 
going to change that.” 

After a moment, she said in a muffled 
voice, “You’re right, of course, Ben. I... 
I guess it’s something Sari will just have 
to work out for herself.” 

Long after Lola had fallen asleep, her 
words kept echoing in my brain, “Sari 
will just have to work it out for herself.” 


S ARI HAD always been a happy child, 

full of laughter and fun, eagerly wait- 
ing for me to get home each night so she 
could tell me about school and the things 


she and her friends had been doing. But 
after that fateful birthday party, she 
changed. She never came down the walk 
anymore to throw herself in my arms and 
give me a big, “welcome home” hug. 
Whenever we planned an outing to the 
park, the zoo or the local bathing beach 
I had the feeling that she’d much rather 
stay at home, though she always came 
along. If Lola noticed the change, she 
never said anything. 

The mortifying scene that took place in 
a large, downtown cafeteria when Sari and 
I were having lunch and what followed, 
brought the problem of Sari out into the 
open. 

Lola had gone downtown early one Sat- 
urday morning to have a permanent. Sari 
and I were supposed to pick her up at 
one o'clock. We were going to have lunch 
and afterward buy new shoes for Sari. 

When I called at the beauty salon, Lola 
said it would be another hour before she’d 
be through and that Sari and I should 
have lunch, then come back for her. 

I asked Sari where she’d like to go but 
she didn’t care. “Any . . . anywhere, 
Uncle Ben. I’m not very hungry.” 

There was a large, clean cafeteria a few 
blocks from the beauty parlor. I decided 
it was as good a place as any. The res- 
taurant was crowded, all the booths along 
the sides being occupied. I carried out a 
tray of food to a center table and Sari 
slipped onto a chair across the table from 
me. 

For a long while she just toyed with the 
bowl of chowder she’d wanted. 

“Eat your lunch, Honey.” I pointed at 
the full bowl. 

She obediently swallowed a_ spoonful, 
then sat pushing her spoon back and forth 
in the bowl as she’d been doing before. 
I sighed. Lola was always complaining 
lately that Sari hardly ate enough to keep 
a bird alive, that she was losing weight. 
I studied her as I ate my own lunch. There 
was a drawn thinness along her pale 
cheeks and her arms were thin as pipe 
stems. 

Suddenly she leaned toward me and 
said, “Uncle Ben, that man over there 
keeps staring at me.” 

“Never mind, Sari,” I said quickly. “Eat 
some more chowder.” 

I was used to people staring whenever | 
took Lola and Sari out—one gets immune 
to such things. I pushed my empty 
luncheon plate aside and reached for my 
pie. Sari was crumbling a cracker into 
her chowder but her eyes were fastened 
on something across the room. Curious, 
I followed her gaze and my eyes met the 
hostile stare of Lola’s ex-husband, Leo 
Watson. 

Even if I’d never seen Lola’s old snap- 
shot album with pictures of him holding 
Sari at various stages of her babyhood, I'd 
have recognized him at once. Sari was 
his spitting image—the same brown hair, 
wide blue eyes and small cleft in her chin. 
I'd often kidded Lola, who has soft brown 
hair and green eyes, asking if she was 
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sure she was really Sari’s mother—for 
there wasn’t the slightest physical resem- 
blance between them. 

I looked back swiftly at Sari and said, 
“If you’re all through, we’d better be go- 
ing. 

Surely Watson, who hadn’t seen Sari 
since her second birthday, couldn’t be cer- 
tain of her identity but I didn’t want to 
take any chances. From the sketchy things 
Lola had said about him, I knew that he 
had an ungovernable temper, that he often 
flew into blind rages over even trivial 
things and I was pretty sure that he had 
no idea that Lola had re-married. 

I had my back to him as I held Sari’s 
coat while she slipped her arms into it. 
Suddenly I was pushed roughly aside and 
Watson said to the child: 

“What’s your name, little girl?” 

Sari’s eyes were wide and scared and 
she said, haltingly: “Sari . . . Sari Wat- 
son.” 

“I knew it,” Watson roared and his 
voice sounded more like the snort of an 
enraged bull. He grabbed me by my 
necktie and pulled my face up close to his. 
“What are you doing with my daughter 
you dirty, black : 

I clutched at his arms and forced him 
to release his hold on my tie. “Take it 
easy, Watson,” I panted and pushed him 
back, hard against the table. The whiskey 
fumes were heavy on his breath. 

The manager came rushing up to sep- 
arate us. Sari, who was now thoroughly 
frightened, began to shriek. 

“You’ve kidnapped her, 
you've done.” 

Watson’s gaze shifted to the tables 
around us and his voice filled the restau- 
rant, “This has kidnapped my little 
girl.” 

It’s a strange thing the way you can 
feel mob hostility mounting. A few min- 
utes before no one in that large room had 
given me more than a curious glance as I 
ate lunch with Sari. Now every eye .was 
riveted on me with an expression that sent 
litle prickles sliding up the back of my 
neck. It was with a tremendous feeling 
of relief that I heard the scream of the 
police car siren and a few minutes later 
the voice of a burly, red-faced cop. 

On the short ride to the precinct station, 
Sari kept screaming uncontrollably, her 
small body shaking, her eyes rolling round 
and round. As soon as we reached the 
place, a matron picked Sari up in her 
arms and carried her away. I started to 
protest and the cop said, “It’s all right. 
The matron’s a trained nurse and the kid’s 
having hysterics. She’ll soothe her down.” 
I didn’t like it but what could I do? 

Watson made such a convincing picture 
of outraged parenthood that I had to 
phone Lola at the beauty salon and have 
her come down to the station and verify 
my statements. 

Watson, who'd left Lola flat when Sari 
was just a baby—never once contributing 
one nickel toward the child’s support or 
even making an effort to see her—stood up 
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in front of the police captain and declared 
Lola to be an unfit mother. He demanded 
that the full custody she’d been granted 
at the time of the divorce be set aside. 
It’s a funny thing about the law—despite 
his gross negligence over a period of years, 
Watson was still legally Sari’s father. 

Then the police captain told us kindly 
but firmly that the child welfare depart- 
ment would have to make an investigation 
before Sari would be allowed to return 
home. 


N THE DAYS that followed two social 

workers made several visits to our home 
and had lengthy talks with Lola. They 
even checked the neighbors. Dora Suli 
told us they’d been at her house asking 
questions about us. I knew they were 
making inquiries about me at the sub- 
postal station where I worked because the 
chief teok me aside one morning and said 
in a half-kidding way: 

“Hope you’re not mixed up with any of 
these Commy outfits, Williams. They’ve 
been checking on you from police head- 
quarters.” 

I pretended surprise but I knew at once 
the reason for it. 

It got so, as the days dragged into a 
week, then two, then three, that I dreaded 
to go home. Every evening fitted a dismal 
pattern. Lola would weep and cry through 
supper, then burst into tirades against the 
police and the child welfare department. 
If I sympathized with her, she’d wallow 
in self-pity. If I tried to reason with her, 
tell her that they were genuinely con- 
cerned about the child, she’d scream that 
I didn’t love Sari as she did. I'd sit silent 
through her recriminations and my silence 
would only aggravate her. 

Finally. | received a message to please 
come to the child welfare office at three 
p.m. on Monday. Lola couldn’t under- 
stand why the woman, who'd phoned, had 
requested that I come alone, without her. 
For that matter neither could I. After all, 
it concerned us both. 

But the social worker, when I was shown 
into her office, explained it to me. She 
was a large, full-bosomed woman with soft 
grey hair and penetrating blue eyes. She 
studied me for a moment, her fingers ruf- 
fling through a small pile of papers be- 
fore her, 

I sat on the edge of the wooden chair, 
an uneasy feeling spreading through me. 

Finally she spoke, “Mr. Williams, I 
know that you and your wife probably 
think that Sari’s welfare is none of our 
business.” 

I eased back in the chair a little with- 
out answering her, and she continued: 

“Normally it wouldn’t be unless it was 
reported to our department that the child 
was being mistreated. Of course, in this 
instance, this is not the case. I’ve asked 
you to come without Mrs. Williams be- 
cause it is solely to you that I wish to 
make my appeal. I hope that you won’t 


harbor resentment toward us for the in- 
vestigations we’ve been making both at 
your place of business and in your neigh- 
borhood. It makes me very happy to be 
able to tell you that we’ve found both you 
and your wife to be honorable, upright 
citizens and conscientious parents.” 

I relaxed for the first time since I’d en- 
tered her office. “Thank you, Ma’am,” I 
said. 

She picked up a pencil and began roll- 
ing it between her fingers. “I’ve had a 
number of talks with Sari and I know that 
she is very fond of you.” 

“T love the child as if she were my own,” 
I said earnestly, leaning toward her. 

“I realize that, Mr. Williams, and that’s 
what makes it so difficult for me to ask 
you, and your wife, to give the child up.” 

I guess my mouth sort of hung open in 
surprise.. “But . . . but you said .. .” 
I stammered: 

“And I meant it,” she said quickly. 
“Legally nothing can be done to make you 
do what I’m asking.” 

She put the pencil down carefully and 
picked up on the papers. “We have here 
two reports on Sari—one made by a physi- 
cian, one by a child psychologist. I won't 
read them to you. They’re both couched 
in medical terms and a lot of it I don’t 
even understand myself. But both doctors 
found Sari to be an extremely emotionally- 
disturbed youngster, far below par in phys- 
ical well-being.” 

She rose and came around her desk to 
stand beside me. “I'll be quite frank with 
you, Mr. Williams. Sari has been sub- 
jected to adverse public opinion at an age 
when she’s too young to cope with it. Un- 
fortunately we have many such cases . 
not only Negro but Oriental and Indian 
as well. Many of these poor children are 
the natural-born offspring of such unions.” 

She shook her head sadly. “When two 
people decide to defy present conventional 
opinion against mixed-marriage, they think 
only of themselves but their children are 
the ones who have to pay the piper.” 

The truth of her words hit me hard. 


N ALL FAIRNESS to Lola the choice 

she had to make was a heart-breaking 
one and justified, though all feeling was 
drained out of me in the months that fol- 
lowed her decision to keep Sari. 

I’m now beginning to feel strangely re- 
lieved that she didn’t love me enough to 
give the child up. For I knew, that day 
I talked with Mrs. O’Leary, that I didn’t 
want children by Lola then or ever . . 
children who would have to pay the pen- 
alty for our marriage. 

I'm a young man and [’ll marry again. 
A man isn’t complete without a wife, a 
home and children, but next time it'll be 
a woman of my own race—a woman who 
will bear me sons and daughters who will 
be proud of me, of their mother and their 
racial heritage. THE END 
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fort in other arms. I slid into the nearest 
chair, my mind going back to the begin- 
ning. 

It had begun the very night of our wed- 
ding. Bill Dennis, who was Jim’s best man 
and also his best friend, had been dancing 
with me at the small reception Mom had 
managed in our tiny apartment. Bill had 
laughed down at me and said, laughingly, 

“Hi, Bride! How’d you manage it?” 

I frowned up at him. “Manage what?” 

‘“‘Latching on to a guy who escaped the 
clutches of a dozen other gals,” he came 
back promptly. “Jim’s been in love with 
more girls than I’ve fingers and toes. A 
pretty girl is no melody to Jim—she’s an 
open challenge. He’s just naturally got to 
smile at them, and after the smile he fol- 
lows through until he gets tired of the 
chase. Then bingo! Away goes our hero 
to greener fields.” 

Bill executed a difficult step and I lost 
step. Suddenly we were standing there 
glaring at each other. Bill because I'd 
made him look foolish by missing a step. 
and me, because of the things he’d just 
said about my brand new husband. 

“T think you’re horrible, Bill Dennis,” I 
blazed. “Raking up all the girls Jim once 
knew, on our wedding night, is caddish. 
(nd if you thought you’d make me jealous, 
you're wrong. I—I wouldn’t want a man 
no other girl wanted. And I don’t think 
I'd care about being the only girl he ever 
knew, either. This way, I can be sure he 
looked the field over and decided I was the 
right one.” But I didn’t feel nearly so 
brave as I was trying to sound. 

Bill only laughed. “I’ve heard that some 
women go to every shop in town when they 
look for a hat—and finally wind up buy- 
ing the first one they looked at.” He 
started to pull me over to the punch bowl 
and then he added, dryly: 

“And just for the record, dearie, look 
across the room and you'll see Jim’s first 
choice. Quite a dish, isn’t she?” 

I looked across the room and there was 
Vivian Martin, smiling up into my Jim’s 
eyes, her lips almost against his cheek. 
They were still dancing, unaware that the 
little record machine had stopped playing. 

Bill thrust a punch cup in my hand. 
“Interesting tableau, isn’t it, Carol? But 
don’t hold it against Jim. He has the same 
dynamic quality to attract women that 
Eckstine has. He always looks at them 
as if he had but one thing on his mind— 
and | don’t mean world peace, either.” 

| turned back to him angrily and opened 
my mouth to give him my opinion of him 
as a friend, but he shrugged and spoke 
first. 
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“Tm not trying to make you jealous, 
Carol,” he said. “I’m quite fond of you. 
But I know Jim and if you want to hold 
him, you had jolly well better be prepared 
for the feminine element. You’re such a 
wide-eyed, naive little thing. I wouldn’t 
like to see you get those pretty brown eyes 
tear-stained. Besides, if you play your 
cards right and give him plenty of slack 
on the leash—you may live to celebrate 
your golden anniversary together.” 

“Vivi Martin is my best friend,” I said, 
thickly. “She’s very lovely and I know all 
about her and Jim being engaged once. 
Jim told me and so did she, that it was 
just a foolish infatuation. Besides—” 

“Forget I ever said anything.” Bill’s 
voice was crisp. “I am just what you 
think I am—a louse.” He lifted his cup 
and touched it against mine. “A long and 
happy life, Bride,” he said, smilingly. 
“And here comes your man of distinction 
to see what I’ve been saying to you.” He 
slipped away and I watched Jim making 
his way through the well-wishers who 
stopped him at every step. 

He was so handsome! I loved the way 
his hair lay like pulled taffy on his head. 
I loved his dancing eyes, his smile that 
was as warm as sunshine. I’d loved the 
husky note in his voice when we’d repeated 
our vows in the dim old church this after- 
noon. Qh, Bill Dennis was just a rat. 
Jim Parker wasn’t a man who wanted 
every girl he saw. He wanted only me— 
and he’d proved it when he slipped that 
shining gold band on my finger today. I 
lifted it to my lips and held it there—but 
my eyes went back to Vivi Martin who was 
watching Jim, too. 

She’d never looked lovelier than she did 
tonight, in her pale pink maid-of-honor 
gown. Her sparkling eyes were almost 
closed as she watched Jim moving away 
from her. She lifted one hand to push 
back hair that was like polished gilt. And 
then her eyes opened and she caught me 
staring at her from across the room. In- 
stantly, she waved to me and her smile 
was as sweet and warm as it had ever been. 
The ice that was beginning to form in my 
heart melted suddenly. I was an idiot to 
let Bill Dennis make me the least bit mis- 
erable. He was probably mad at Jim for 
getting married because they had always 
run around everywhere together. Now Bill 
would be a lone wolf. My heart lifted. 
That was all there was to Bill’s malicious 
remarks and no doubt he was sorry al- 
ready he’d been so nasty. 

So when Jim finally reached me, I clung 
to him happily. “I thought you’d never 
come back,” I said. “Mom only asked 
twenty people but in this small room it 
seems like a million.” 

Jim turned his tender gaze down on me. 
“Tt’s just twenty too many people to have 
to listen to when there’s only one voice I 
really want to hear,” he said. “Darling, 
you’re so lovely in your white lace and 
tulle and stuff. You look sorta fragile and 
I’m almost afraid to touch you for fear 
vou'll break. Did I ever tell you you’re 


the loveliest girl I’ve ever seen . . . ?” 

I laughed up at him, drinking in his 
words. -I knew I wasn’t beautiful, al- 
though I had clouds of dark hair and dark 
brown eyes and nice skin and teeth. But 
then—whoever saw a bride that. wasn’t 
lovely? So I just accepted my queen-for- 
a-day worship and said lightly: 

“T hope no lovelier girl ever comes your 
way, Jim. She might steal you away.” 

“Would you be jealous, darling?” he 
asked, hopefully. 

“T certainly would.” I was shocked to 
discover that I was no longer just making 
conversation. I would be jealous. I'd be 
so jealous that it made me ill to even 
think of it. I pushed the thought away 
with a little shiver. I must be crazy to 
be having such morbid thoughts on my 
wedding day. But Jim had felt me shudder 
and he said, “Are you cold, Carol? Shall 
I close the window?” 

I shook my head. “And shut out the 
lilac scent?” I jeered. “No, darling. I’m 
not cold. But I am a little tired. It’s 
been quite a day and—” 

“Then let’s chuck it,” he broke in eager- 
ly. “We’ve got to drive all the way to 
Chicago tonight and it’s time we were on 
our way. Get into your other duds, squaw, 
and let’s hit the rainbow trail.” 


I TWISTED the rhinestone earring in 
my hand now, and stared down at it 
with hatred in my heart. It had been a 
rainbow trail for a little while. For al- 
most a year, to be exact. But the last 
two years I’d been running all the way. 
Running from doubts, suspicions, from 
misery and finally from Jim, himself. 

But it had been wonderful at first. Jim 
had inherited his father’s small grocery 
store and we had a small apartment in the 
back. I'd loved helping to wait on cus- 
tomers, filling up the depleted shelves, 
slicing rosy ham on the big electric slicer, 
and waiting on the kids who stopped for 
suckers on their way to school. 

Jim had laughed at me for not being 
able to add more than two items jn my head 
at once, and the cash register was always 
off at night when he balanced cash. But 
he found no fault with the way I could 
cook. Mom had taught me how to cook 
and wash and iron and keep house. | 
hadn’t worked anywhere before I married, 
because my father had a good job in a 
florist’s shop and Mom was a trained 
nurse. So she said if I’d just keep house 
it would help more than if I worked out 
and we all came in too tired to get decent 
meals. I was very proud of my skill and 
Jim praised me endlessly. 

I loved helping Jim in the little store, 
when it got busy, too. But it didn’t take 
me long to discover that Jim’s customers, 
who were mostly feminine, didn’t enjoy 
having me there. The first day, after we 
came home from the wedding, Jim intro- 
duced me to all the women proudly. May- 
be Jim didn’t notice the cool, appraising 
antagonism in their reception of me—but 
I did! 
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I noticed it more and more as the days 
wore on. They’d come in and if I tried 
to wait on them, they’d brush me off by 
saying that Jim knew what they liked and 
they'd just take their turn and wait for 
him. So I had to retreat to the back of 
the store behind the breadcase and make 
like a mouse while Jim turned on that 
wonderful smile of his, and charmed those 
women into buying five dollars’ worth of 
food when they'd really only meant to buy 
a quarter’s worth of lunch meat. 

I tried desperately hard not to mind, but 
when it happened a dozen times every day, 
after a while I got to brooding about it. 
I'd watch Jim’s eyes light up when Mrs. 
Brown, a plump, loud-talking 
came in the front door. 

Jim would say, gaily, 


woman 


“Why, Mrs. 


Brown! I swear, I thought it was your 
daughter. You get younger-looking every 
day.” 


Mrs. Brown would flutter and giggle. 
“Now, Jim,” she’d say. adoring him openly 
with her fading blue eyes, “you're too 
sweet for words. I guess this little trip to 
your store is about the brightest spot in 
my whole day.” 

“That goes double,” Jim would say. “I 
always look forward to your visits. How’s 
the world treating you? It better be good 
to my favorite person or I'l] settle with it!” 

I heard him say practically the same 
thing a dozen or more times every day. I 
got to wendering how those women could 
be so darned silly. Didn’t they guess he 
said that to all his customers? But they 
never seemed to, because they kept right 
on brushing me aside and waiting for Jim. 
I got so I didn’t even bother going down 
to help Jim any more. But the steps that 
led up from the store came directly into 
our dining room. And I got to sitting up 
there, out of sight, but within hearing, and 
listening to the chatter that went on below. 

I resented those women who got more 
smiles per day than I did from Jim. And 
somewhere along the way, I began to won- 
der if I wasn’t even more of a fool than 
they were. I had fallen for Jim’s brand 
of flattery, hadn’t I? I had known Jim 
since he first came to see Vivi Martin back 
in Peoria. I’d heard Vivi repeat all the 
wonderful things Jim said to her and I 
had been the first to know when he asked 
Vivi to marry him. 

But after a while, Jim began paying a 
lot of attention to me. He kept smiling 
into my eyes, holding my hand just a 
little too long at times, and in many ways, 
making me know he liked me. And one 
night, Vivi called and asked me if I’d mind 
going out with Jim in her place that night. 
She confessed she’d met a new man and 
was intrigued and was cheating a little 
on Jim. 

“Maybe it’s just a whim.” she said, 
laughingly. ‘Maybe he won’t wear, but 
before I marry Jim, I've got to be dead 
sure no other man can make my heart 
flutter. Be an angel and hold onto Jim 
for me, will you. Carol?” 

I told myself I was doing it for Vivi— 


but I knew I was lying. I was doing it 
because Jim made my heart spin like a 
top. And Jim didn’t seem to mind ac- 
cepting me as Vivi’s substitute at all. He 
even seemed extraordinarily pleased. He 
took me to the Storm Bar for dinner and 
we danced to juke box music afterwards. 
He held me close in his arms, told me all 
about the little store which he hoped to 
make a fancy big one some day. And all 
the time he was talking about the store, 
his eyes were saying wonderful, impos- 
sible things that had nothing to do with 
a grocery. 

I knew I was heading straight into 
heartbreak and I couldn’t stop to save my 
life. I knew that night that I was in love 
with Jim, and when he kissed me good- 
night—he said he was in love with me. 

I took his kiss and held onto it with 
greedy. guilty insistence. In a minute, 
I’d have to remind him of Vivi—but this 
moment was all I was ever going to have, 
and I savored it to the last bittersweet 
instant. I didn’t have to find out if an- 
other man could make me feel like this. 
I knew that no man living could do it but 
Jim. 

Reluctantly. I pushed Jim away and 
tried to do right. “You needn’t put so 
much vim, vigor and vitality in a kiss,” I 
told him, striving desperately to sound 
gay. “I’m just pinch-hitting for Vivi and 
the kiss was just a nice little thank you 


” 





for putting up with a poor substitute 

Jim’s laughter cut my stumbling words 
“Don’t be a goon, you angel,” he 
said. “That kiss was a revelation. I knew 
I was in love with you. I have been for 
weeks. But I wasn’t sure about you until 
you kissed me just now. Carol, you're so 
sweet and honest and adorable. You could 


short. 


no more lie than—” 

“But 
best friend—” 

“And mine,” he interrupted. “She did 
me a good turn tonight—because I asked 
her to. She knows that what she and I 
had was infatuation. summer nights—what 
have you ? But it wasn’t love. She 
said, ‘1 saw the way you looked at Carol, 


Vivi,” I whispered. “She’s my 


Jim. Go after her and if you two find the 
mountain top together—my blessing on it. 
After all, we only live once and a moun- 
tain top has just got to be shared by two 
I won’t break my heart. I'll 
find someone who'll drag me to the heights 


and hold me there by sheer force. And 
999 


—not one. 


I’m pretty sure you aren’t that guy, Jim. 

And that’s the way it happened. Vivi 
gave Jim over to me with laughter and 
gaiety. It was hard to believe she couldn’t 
be in love with any one as wonderful as 
Jim—but she finally convinced even me. 
She was my maid of honor at the wedding 
—and still my best friend and Jim’s. Vivi 
was slightly wonderful. 


UT SOON doubt moved into my heart 
and set up housekeeping. If I had 
won Jim from Vivi so easily—what was to 
stop some other woman from winning him 
away from me... ? I pushed the thought 


far back in my mind. I mustn't harbor 
such horrible thoughts. Hadn’t I read 
somewhere that you attracted evil by think- 
ing evil? 

About then, a new bride moved into the 
neighborhood. I will never forget the look 
that dawned in her eyes when she flung 
open the door of the store and breezed in. 
Jim was behind the counter, looking like 
a bronze god in his crisp white coat and 
his ruddy face glowing. The girl stopped 
short and her dark eyes widened. Her 
nostrils twitched, ever so faintly, like a 
cat on the scent of food. Then she smiled, 
ignoring me completely, where I stood at 
the top of the stairs. Or—maybe she 
didn’t even see me. 

“Good morning,” Jim greeted her, turn- 
ing on his most beguiling smile. “May I 
help you?” 

She moved over to stand across the coun- 
ter from him, and the smile she gave him 
was a direct descendant of the one Mona 
Lisa was famous for. 

“It’s entirely possible that you can help 
me,” she said, in a low, slightly husky 
voice. “In fact, I’m sure of it. Maybe 
this crazy, dead neighborhood has its ad- 
vantages, after all.” She gave him a long, 
steady look and then let her long lashes 
droop over eyes that were sparkling. 

“Potato salad, Adonis . .. ?” she 
queried, softly. 

“Well, no, I’m afraid not. You see, this 
is sort of a home neighborhood where most 
of the women make their own salads. So 
we don’t keep it—” 

“But now that I’m here, you will... ?” 
She smiled into his eyes and_ then 
shrugged. “You see, I’ve just been mar- 
ried and what I don’t know about cooking 
would fill a book. You wouldn’t want me 
to lose my happy home, would you? My 
husband likes baked beans, potato salad 
with lots of dressing, home-made pie and 
cake. Think you can take care of a help- 
less gal, mister... ?” 

I had retreated into the shadows of the 
dining room but the lights were on in the 
store and I could see Jim’s face clearly. 
He hesitated ever so briefly and then he 
smiled right back at her and said, “May- 
be I can arrange it, Mrs.—er—Mrs. .. ?” 

“Payne,” the girl murmured. “But I'd 
feel much more at home in a_ strange 
neighborhood if you’d just call me Jinny.” 

“Okay, Jinny.” Jim laughed. “Every 
one calls me Jim. My other name is 
Parker. I'll see if Carol can’t fix you up 
some home-made food to save your happy 
home.” 

a Se cad 

“My wife. We've been married over a 
year and she’s a wonderful cook.” 

Jinny’s smile was slightly frosted. 
“Imagine that,” she drawled. “Cooking is 
so boring when there are such wonderful 
things to do with beautiful Spring after- 
noons and a car.” She bought some ham 
and cheese and rolls and after giving Jim 
a lingering smile, opened the door. 

“T'll be back tomorrow for the potato 
salad,” she promised. 
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After she’d gone, Jim came up the steps 
into the dining room, two at a time. He 
almost crashed into me. in the darkness of 
the room. 

“Hey.” he laughed. 
doing, eavesdropping?” 

He flicked on the lights and smiled at 
me. I was getting so I hated that smile. 
It wasn’t reserved especially for me. Any- 
one could have it for a bag of doughnuts 

or a pound of potato salad. For a long 
time I'd been wondering if I earned it 
just by keeping Jim’s socks washed and 
mended and his stomach filled. Maybe 
the thing I'd thought I'd snatched from 
the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow 
wasn't anything more than one more of 
Jim’s shrewd merchandising — bargains. 
Vivi couldn’t cook—but Jim had known 
that I could. So now, when he smiled at 
me. I resisted its charm and answered him 


“What are you 


shrewishly, 

“Yes, I was eavesdropping. I’ve been 
doing it for a long time, since your lady 
friends never want me to wait on them and 
| have nothing better to do. You're really 
quite a killer, aren’t you, Jim?” 


Jim’s blue eyes clouded © swiftly. 
“Please,” he said, resignedly. “Please, 


Carol. Haven't I told you a hundred times 
that my success in selling depends on 
pleasing my customers? Sure. I give em 
all the glad eye. It’s good business- 

“Was it good business to give me the 
elad eye and drop Vivi because I would 
make a better housekeeper than she would, 
1 seb 

“Carol, I swear you make me so mad 
when you say things like that. I could slap 
you. Isn’t it to your interest to see me 
get ahead in business. too? Wouldn't you 
like a car and a better house to live in—” 

‘Not if the price is sharing my husband 
with every female in Chicago.” I snapped. 
“When I married you. I thought we’d work 

the store together. I didn’t know I'd 
be relegated to the back of this dark, 
lingy flat set down between two skyscraper 
ipartments so that I never see the light of 
lay unless I go out alone. Those women 
see more of you than I do. When you 
ome up from that store, all you want is 
food and sleep. Any old slavey could 
take my place—” 

His arms reached out and caught me 
igainst him. “That’s a lie.” he said, kiss- 
ing my cheek and holding me close. “I 
I married you for that reason 
Carol. you know it’s 
His lips came down on 


love you. 

and that alone. 
true. don’t you?” 
mine, and such was the power of them 
that momentarily, I did believe him. 

[ returned his kiss because it wasn’t in 
me to reject it. I loved him so much— 
ind I wanted so desperately to be a part 
f his life as well as his love. I wept 
against his heart and he kissed away my 
tears—until someone came pounding into 
the store. Then he pushed me away and 
raced down to wait on whoever it was. 

“Why, Mrs. Brown.” I heard him call 
yut, as if he’d been holding his breath all 
lay for this moment. “I was wondering 
on 


) 


if you were sick. You weren't in yester- 
ams... 

I slammed the dining-room door to shut 
out whatever Mrs. Brown had to say. I 
couldn’t bear to hear him use the same 
voice-lilt to her that he’d just used to me. 
I knew Jim would know what that slam- 
ming door meant. but I didn’t care. And 
then I saw my own face in the mirror over 
the buffet—and it shocked me. 

Was that angry. distorted face mine? 
Is this the way I looked to Jim when I 
staged all those little nagging scenes with 
him? Why—I was downright ugly. My 
lips were drawn down at the corners. my 
eyes were hard and angry. my cheeks 
flushed unbecomingly and there were petu- 
lant lines around my mouth like paren- 
theses. I caught my breath sharply. 1 
had to stop being so insanely jealous of 
those women because if Jim hadn’t already 
stopped loving me. he soon would. I just 
had to believe he loved me—or life would 
be ghastly the rest of my days. 

So—I went to work in the kitchen and 
{ cooked the nicest meal I could manage. 
for Jim. I got out the best of the chipped 
old dishes and frayed linens which Jim’s 
folks had used and then left to us after 
they were gone. I made spring salad with 
tiny red radishes and pale green onions. 
I whipped potatoes and creamed some 
cauliflower. And I made an apple pie. 
When Jim closed the store at six-thirty. I 
was waiting for him. 

I saw him open the closed door into the 
dining room. cautiously, like a little boy 
sneaking in an hour late for dinner. I 
saw him hesitate briefly and then fling 
back his head and stride toward the 
kitchen. I flicked on the dining room 
lights at that moment. revealing the table 
glowing with worn old silver and snowy 
linen. I saw him stare at the table and 
then I laughed. 

“Get out of that white jacket. butcher 
boy. and start making like a hungry hus- 
band.” I said. gaily. “I've got broiled 
pork chops and I'll give you just five min- 
utes.” I blew him a kiss and turned 
toward the kitchen. 

I'd seen the glad relief dawn in his 
eyes. I knew he'd been fearing another 
scene because I'd slammed the door when 
Mrs. Brown had come in the store. I 
turned back to say nonchalantly: 

“T closed the door so you couldn't smell 
what darling. 
Hurry. now.” 

But as I dished up the dinner. I was 
ashamed of having had to lie about why 
I'd closed that door. I was going to be 
different from now on, I promised myself 
grimly. 

After dinner. when Jim was helping me 
with the dishes. I told him, cheerfully. 
“Tell that Jinny What’s-her-name if she 
comes in tomorrow. that I made an extra 
pie for her and Ill have potato salad, 
too.” 

Jim grinned at me. his blue eyes shining. 
“That’s my girl,” he said, and kissed the 
top of my head. 


was cooking for dinner. 


SN’T IT strange how hard it is to keep 

good resolutions? I had honestly meant 
to stop being jealous. and for a week | 
tried so hard it almost killed me. I think 
maybe I could’ve managed it a_ while 
longer if it hadn’t been for that Jinny 
Payne. 

She was just naturally on the make. 
Even a woman who wasn’t ordinarily jeal- 
ous would’ve been furious with her. She 
went after Jim in a way that made Jim’s 
other customers retreat in injured surprise, 
She was in and out of the store a dozen 
times a day and she called Jim. “Jimmy, 
lamb.” Or, “Darling.” 

She never waited her turn if there were 
other customers in the store but just flew 
behind the counter, brushing against Jim 
needlessly, saying, “Darling, Ill just wait 
on myself.” Sometimes she’d stop and lean 
against Jim like a cat with an arched back 
coaxing for a caress. And then one day, 
when there was no one in the store. she 
suddenly put both arms around Jim and 
kissed him right on the lips. 

I'd watched the whole thing from my 
listening post in the dining room. What 
Jim might’ve said or done. I don’t know. 
I didn’t wait to see. I was down those 
steps. bombs bursting inside of my head 
and a red mist before my eyes. 

“Jim,” I burst out.’ “Jim, will you 
please tell this woman we don’t want her 
in our store?” 

Jim’s eyes were as cool as_ frost. 
“Carol,” he said, quietly, “will you please 
go back upstairs and let me handle this 
my way?” 

I stared at him. completely aghast. 
Jinny Payne laughed softly and came 
slithering out from behind the counter. 
“Next week,” she drawled insolently. “the 
feature attraction will be East Lynne.” 

Then she brushed past me just hard 
enough to disturb my equilibrium. “Why 
don't you go back to your kitchen, dar- 
ling?” she asked. “You do make wonder- 
ful potato salad—” 

I must have gone completely berserk. 
then. But the odd thing about this par- 
ticular rage was that it was directed more 
at Jim than at Jinny Payne. “Jim,” my 
mind kept reiterating, “should throw this 
trollop out bodily. He should tell her to 
leave—not me.” Only—he wasn’t telling 
her to go. I was the one being banished 
like an obstreperous child. 
gave Jinny a shove that sent her reel- 
ing out of my way. Then I was facing 
Jim across that counter and I was shaking 


—_ 


with rage. 

“You'll either put that woman out of 
here or I'll do it myself,” I stormed. 
*You'll—” 

“T asked you to go upstairs, Carol,” Jim 
said, firmly. “And I meant it—” 

“I meant what I said, too.” I screamed. 
I went after Jinny and began shoving at 
her. She turned and struck me in the 
face. I had her by the hair when I felt 
myself being lifted bodily from my feet. 
Jim had me halfway up the stairs to our 
apartment when I began screaming and 
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kicking like a wild person. Then he set 
me down, gave me a little shake. and said, 
fiercely, “You stay here if you know what’s 
good for you. I'll be back. It’s time to 
close anyway.” 

He went back to the store. slamming the 
heavy wooden door behind him. And | 
stood where he’d left me. stunned and 
ashamed of my undisciplined performance. 
Why hadn’t I waited to see what Jim 
would’ve done about that kiss before I 
stormed into the picture? Then I would’ve 
had a leg to stand on, basing my own ac- 
tions on his. But no—I’d seen red at the 
sight of that woman kissing my husband 
and I’d sailed into the fray without even 
a bullet in my gun. 

While I was still trying to get my emo- 
tions under some sort of control, Jim was 
back. Once more he slammed the big 
door that led into the store. His eyes were 
like steel and there was a thin white line 
around his lips. 

“I’m sick and tired of you playing the 
role of Peeping Tom,” he burst out. “I’m 
tired of your spying and listening and al- 
ways expecting the worst of me. I’m tired 
of your jealous rages. I’m sick of your 
lack of faith in me—” 

“You're sick of my lack of faith.” I 
burst out, angrier and more astonished 


than I’d ever been in my life. “Why 
wouldn’t I doubt you, Jim Parker? I got 


you very easily from Vivi Martin. even 
though you were engaged. Why wouldn't 
[ suppose that if I could get you from a 
girl as pretty as Vivi, that some other girl 
could do the same thing? Tell me why 
I wouldn’t doubt you—” 

“Suppose some other girl did want me?” 
he interrupted, savagely. “Do you think 
you could hold me with tantrums and 
rages—if I happened to want her? Vivi 
and I faced things like sensible human 
beings. We made a mistake and admitted 
it. But you don’t trust me and that means 
that you don’t really love me. You've 
made a mistake, too. Carol. . . At least, 
I guess you have. But you’re just making 
me despise you and you're using exactly 
the wrong tactics to hold me. Though 
why you should even want a man you can’t 
trust, I wouldn’t know.” His shoulders 
slumped and he ran a weary hand through 
his hair. He looked so young and beaten 
that suddenly my anger faded away and 
tears came flooding up into my throat. 

“It’s because I do love you that I’m so 
seared of losing you, Jim,” I muttered 
thickly. Then I was weeping crazily. “Oh, 
Jim,” I sobbed, wildly. “Jim. if I ever lost 
you I—I know I would die. I wanted so 
much to help you in the store but those 
women—Jim, if only you had a job where 
you didn’t have to smile at women all 
day!” 

“If only you’d get the glint out of your 
eye, you'd be a lot happier,” he said, 
grimly. “Look—lI’ve been working in this 
store, smiling at women, since I got out 
of school. But I didn’t marry anyone but 
you, did I? Why can’t you see that my 
smiles don’t mean anything more to these 


women than a pleasant spot in an other- 
wise routine day? Don’t you shop where 
the clerks are pleasant to you... ?” 

“But—J-Jinny.” I protested weakly. 
Jim could always make it all sound so 
innocent. But there had been nothing in- 
nocent in the kiss Jinny Payne had planted 
on Jim’s lips. nor in the slim clinging arms 
and body which she had flung at him. 

“There’s always one tramp in every 
neighborhood.” he said, disgust in his eyes 
and voice. “I’ve met a few before and I 
know how to handle ‘em. I hope. She 
won't be coming back here. but I hate 
to think of the gossip she'll start around 
this neighborhood. Every woman in the 
town will be afraid to look at me for fear 
youll start another brawl.” He sighed, 
his eyes dark with trouble. 

“My gosh, Carol.” he said. in a tired 
tone. “I love you. If I didn’t, I'd have 
blown up long before this at your snooping 
Why can’t you get that 
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and spying. 
through your head . . 

My heart had begun going up like an 
express elevator when he’d said Jinny 
Payne wouldn’t be back. That’s all I 
needed to know to bring peace back in 
my own heart. But—had I lost Jim’s love 
through my own unfounded jealousy ... ? 
I glanced at his brooding young face and 
drooping shoulders. I started to say some- 
thing and instead, I flung myself into his 
arms. 

“Oh, Jim.” I sobbed. “Please forgive 
me. I'll never spy on you again. I do 
trust you, darling. At least, ’m going to 
from now on. Don’t stop loving me, dar- 
ling. I know I’m a mean little devil but 
I promise, if you'll forgive me this time, 
I'll never be mean again.” I clung to him 
and his arms came around me tight. 

“T—just can’t believe that anyone as 
wonderful as you can really go on loving 
me.” I sighed, my lips against his throat. 
“Maybe it’s my own good luck I don’t 
trust—not you.” 

“Cut it out, wench,” he growled, laugh- 
ingly. “I’m no bargain. I’m just an 
ordinary guy trying to make a living at 
the only work I know. How about food? 
I’m starving.” 

And so once more peace was restored 
in the dingy little flat behind the store. 
And in the days and weeks that followed, 


I stuck to my resolution faithfully. I kept 
the big door closed into the store. I occu- 


pied my time with scrubbing the little 
apartment until it shone, and making food 
to tempt Jim’s jaded appetite at night. 
After handling food all day. it takes some- 
thing sort of special to make a person want 
food, but I managed to do it. 

And then—when Jim and I had been 
married two and a half years, Vivi mar- 
ried Bill Dennis and came to Chicago to 
live. I was wild with delight but for some 
unfathomable reason, Jim didn’t share my 
joy. He didn’t say much, but I could tell 
that he was not exactly pleased. 

“IT suppose we'll have to go to their 
house and they'll be coming here all the 
time,” he said, grumpily. 


I stared at him. surprised. “But, of 
course.” I gasped. “Why, Bill’s your best 
friend and Vivi’s mine. I think it'll be 
wonderful to have them dropping in. Jim 
Parker . . . what’s wrong with you? Don’t 
you want us to have friends?” 

“Oh, sure.” he said, grinning ruefully at 
me. “But we’ve been pretty happy the 
last year or so, haven’t we. Carol?” 

“Wonderfully happy.” I agreed. “But 
now—with Bill and Vivi on deck, I'll be 
still happier. I get lonesome sometimes 
when you stay in the store all day.” 

He nodded. “I expect you do. I just 
hope—-I mean, I don’t want anything to 
spoil our happiness, honey.” 

“Nothing could,” I boasted. “Since I 
traded my green-colored specs for rose- 
colored ones. life is just a dream.” | 
rushed out to the kitchen to take out a pie 
I was making for a welcome dinner I was 
preparing for Bill and Vivi. They would 
be back from their honeymoon today and 
I'd already left a note on the door of their 
little furnished apartment, inviting them 
to come running as soon as they arrived. 
I hadn’t told Jim as I wanted him to be 
surprised. 

But as I flew around making salads and 
dessert, I frowned. Why hadn’t Jim wanted 
Bill and Vivi to be our friends? And then 
an ugly thought hit me right between the 
eyes. Maybe he still had more than a 
friendly feeling for Vivi ? Maybe 
the green-eyed bug had bitten him this 
time. Maybe he didn’t want to think about 
Vivi being married to Bill... ? 


ILL and Vivi’s arrival kept me from 

thinking more about it at that moment. 
But as we waited for Jim to come up from 
the store, I studied Vivi with more than 
casual intensity. 

She was even lovelier than ever. Her 
slanted, amber eyes were like topaz and 
her hair shone like living gold. Vivi had 
always been much more sophisticated than 
I, but it seemed to me her voice was even 
more brittle than I remembered. Had she 
always been so nonchalant? You’d never 
have guessed that she and Bill were just 
married. She treated him as casually as 
if he were an unimportant acquaintance. 
I caught myself wondering fiercely if she’d 
married Bill because she loved him—or 
because marrying him would bring Jim 
back into her life. What was it Bill had 
said about a woman shopping all over for 
a hat and then settling for the first one 
she’d liked? 

At that moment, Jim flung open the door 
from the store and immediately an uproar 
began. Bill yelled, “Hurry up. slave. and 
drink a toast to the newlyweds.” 

Jim’s look of amazement was quickly 
veiled under a warm grin. It was the 
same grin I’d seen him turn on for Mrs. 
Brown when she came into the store. But 
I'd caught the look of consternation which 
had come and gone so quickly in his eyes. 
And wasn’t he a terribly long time turning 
to Vivi who waited smilingly for his eyes 
to meet hers ... ? 
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But finally he did look at Vivi and Vivi 
went over and put both arms around him 
and hugged him hard. “Hello, darling,” 
she said, in her low. husky voice. “I had 
to marry your best friend to get to see 
you again.” 

Jim looked embarrassed but he tried to 
laugh it off. “I call that drastic meas- 
ures.” he said. “Carol, have we got the 
stuff to make that toast?” He got away 
from Vivi and started toward the kitchen. 

“They’re all made in the shaker in the 
icebox,” I said. 

“Tl help you pour,” Vivi said. follow- 
ing him. 

Bill looked at me and grinned. “She's 
a knockout, isn’t she, Carol? You and I 
are hardy souls, wouldn’t you say?” 

[ pushed a dish of olives around on the 
dining-room table aimlessly. “Why?” I 
asked, dully. 

“Well, how do we know throwing Jim 
and Vivi together isn’t a dumb idea? We 
could start another conflagration, you 
know.” 

[ looked at him and discovered some- 
thing. Bill was no more sure of Vivi than 
I was of Jim. I had never been too fond 
of Bill, but I knew what it was like to be 
afraid and that was fear in his eyes if I 
ever saw it. 

[ spoke with a lot more confidence than 


I felt. “Don’t be a goon.” I told him. 
sharply. “They had a chance together and 


they turned it down. Besides, after you've 
been married as long as Jim and I, you'll 
get used to being the luckiest person in 
the world. I did, and so will you.” 

Well, we had a lot of gay times in the 
months that followed. At least. they were 
vay on the surface. There were many 
times when I lived with the green-eyed 
monster. Times such as the time when 
\ ivi said, dreamily, “A woman never quite 
forgets the first man she fell in love with.” 
limes when I'd catch her looking at Jim 
intently and her gaze would pull his eyes 
to hers like a magnet. 

The careless, laughing remarks she’d 
make, stabbed me, too. Oh, she always 
said them lightly and smothered them with 
laughter, but I would wonder miserably if 
the two of them didn’t know they were 
neither careless or meaningless. She and 
Jim always played against Bill and I in 
Canasta games and when Jim pulled a 
fast one to win, Vivi would rush around 
the table, fling both arms around him and 
say, “I love you, Jim, I adore you.” 

rhis went on for several months, and by 
some superhuman effort I managed to keep 
my doubts bottled up inside me. I threw 
Vivi and Jim together at every opportu- 
nity. but it was like torturing myself to do 
penance for the dark cloud of doubt that 
grew bigger by the day in my heart. 

[ got thin and couldn’t sleep at nights. 
[ grew petulant when Jim tried to make 
I was restless. irritable and 
But not one word passed my lips. 
And finally one day Jim said: 

“Carol, why don’t you go home and 
visit your folks for a few weeks? You 


54 


love to me. 
S( ared. 


don’t look so good. Maybe a change 
would do you good.” 

Sure. I told myself silently. Then you 
could see Vivi without me standing around 
like a ghoul at the feast. I must be get- 
ting in your hair but good. for you want 
me to go away and leave you to look after 
the store alone and get your own meals. 

But I didn’t say it aloud. I just shrugged 
and said. “Do you want me to go, Jim?” 

“Yes, I think I do. I think a vacation 
from me would do you good, honey.” 

I eyed him with bitter disillusion. He'd 
never suggested I go without him before. 
We'd always made flying trips over week- 
ends when Jim could hire a guy he knew 
to watch the store. This time. he wasn’t 
worrying about me. He wanted to be free 
of my watching eyes. 

I thought about it and decided if the 
blow was going to fall. I couldn't stop it. 
I couldn't go on with this thing eating in- 
side of me like a cancer. One of these 
days I'd crack up and all the nasty things 
I'd been thinking would come out in a 
flood and I'd lose him anyway. I drew a 
deep breath of renunciation. Hadn't I al- 
ways known it was too good to last? 

“Okay. Jim.” I said. wearily. “Maybe I 
will.” 

So—I went I stayed for three 
weeks. And I told Mom how things were 
and she gave me a lecture that made me 


home. 


feel as if I were five years old. 

“You get back home to Jim.” she said. 
“And stop this nonsense at once or you 
will lose him. Didn't I warn you on your 
wedding night not to let doubt trip up your 
Not that I can blame you too 
You get that jealous streak 
right from me. I almost wrecked my mar- 
riage over jealousy once. But I got my 
sanity back in time. thank goodness. Now 
you go home. stop doubting Jim and Vivi 
—and stop letting Bill's doubts and jeal- 
ousy influence you.” 


marriage? 
much. Carol. 


*O I HAD come home with the possi- 

bility of some wonderful news for Jim. 

I stared down at the shining earring in 
my hand and my heart was like an ice cube 
I'd come home with a whole 
new set of resolutions. But Mom was all 
wrong, and I'd been right. The earring 
which glittered in the palm of my hand be- 
longed to Vivi. I'd seen it flashing on her 
small ear many times. And I'd found it 
right beside the bed where Jim and I slept. 

There was no longer doubt in my heart. 
I knew. Jim had sent me away so he and 
Vidi. cs 

I heard the door to the store slam and 
the next minute Jim was staring at me in 
surprised wonder. His blue 
blank for a minute and then he turned on 
that warm. deceitful smile that always 
fooled every one—but would never fool me 
again. 

“Why—Carol!” he cried out. “When— 
how... ? Darling. I’m so glad to see 
you—” 

He rushed over and tried to take me in 
his arms. But I pushed him away with 


in my breast. 


eyes went 


firm hands. “Skip the act. Jim.” I said, 
my voice thick with sick disillusion. “I’m 
not staying. I came to get the rest of my 
clothes.” 

He gave me a wide-eyed stare. “But— 
why ...? Has something happened? 
Carol—” 

| whirled on him savagely and held out 
the tell-tale earring. 

“Have you ever seen that before?” I de. 
manded. 

He glanced at it and then lifted puzzled 
eyes to mine. “No,” he said, doubtfully. 
“T don’t think so. Carol, what on earth—” 

I blew up. then. “I knew you wouldn't 
admit,” I said, hoarsely. “So I'll tell you 
who it belongs to. It belongs to Vivi and 
I found it beside the bed in our bedroom. 
Don't bother thinking up anything because 
I wouldn't believe you on a stack of Bibles. 
Oh—-I watched the two of you for months 
and kidded myself that I was just imagin- 
ing things. But it was no good. I went 
home. knowing that I was leaving the road 
wide open for you two. And I came back 
because Mom said I was crazy. Well. I’m 
not crazy—” 

“Carol!” His voice was tired and weary 
as an old man’s. “I was afraid this would 
happen when Vivi and Bill began coming 
here. But after awhile, I thought you'd 
outgrown your jealous streak. It won't do 
me a bit of good to deny anything so I’m 
not going to try. Believe whatever you 
want. I’m going back to work.” He turned 
and when he slammed the big wooden 
door, it sounded like the crack of doom. 

I sat down at the old dining-room table, 
too beaten to weep. He hadn't denied 
anything because he couldn't. I kept tell- 
ing myself. But it brought me no comfort. 
Now that my doubts had been verified, 
what did I have to live for? I wished I 
could die and knew that I’d probably live 
forever. A long life—without Jim. I sat 
there. numb with such misery that the key 
turning in the lock escaped me. 

The first thing I knew. a smiling-faced 
young girl was shaking my arm. | lifted 
dull. weary eyes to hers. 

“I guess you're Mister Jim’s wife. ain’t 
She grinned at me in friendly 
cheerfulness. “I’m Lottie, and I been do- 
ing Friday cleaning for Miss Vivi. She 
sent me over to clean for Mister Jim while 
you were away. She and Mister Bill went 
on a trip about the time you left. so she 
wouldn’t be needing me—” 

“IT see.” I said, wearily. “Does my hus- 
band owe you money?” 

“No’m, he sure don’t. But yesterday 
when I was here, I lost one of the earrings 
Miss Vivi gave me and I came back to 
look for it.” She began looking around the 
room, moving vases and things. 

I sat staring at her, my mind beginning 
to add up what she’d said. and coming to 
an incredible answer. Slowly I opened 
my hand and held it out. The rhinestones 
in the earring glittered maliciously. 

“Is—is this it ?” T asked. thickly. 

Lottie’s eyes shone happily. “Yes’m. It 
I'd hate to lose it. I ain’t never 


you?” 


sure is. 
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had such pretty ones before.” She moved 
toward the door. “You won’t be needing 
me now that you’re home,” she called back 
over her shoulder. “But if you ever do, 
Miss Vivi has my number.” 

The door closed behind her and I sat 
there facing the mess my jealous suspi- 
cions had created. So Vivi hadn’t even 
been here while I was gone. The earring, 
and all it had implied. was just another of 
my crazy deductions. I was a stupid fool 
who had been inside the gates of Paradise 
—and had slammed the door behind me. 

There was no use of trying to win back 
what I'd lost. This time, ’d gone too far. 
There had been the ring of finality in Jim’s 
voice and the slamming of the big door. 
Realization swept over me in a dismal 
flood. If only I could have one more 
chance, I’d never doubt Jim again. But no 
one, Jim least of all. would ever believe it. 

And who could blame him? Why should 
aman with Jim’s intelligence and charm 
put up with a fool who couldn’t trust her 
own wonderful happiness? Jim’s way with 
women was a part of his charm and it was 
why I'd fallen for him. But Jim had mar- 
ried none of the others. He’d married me. 
I began trying to figure out what I'd had 
that Jim loved—once. 

And then I guessed it. 
out like Vivi, I could cook 
ing hadn’t charmed Jim. I'd had 
tically to bribe him into eating my cooking 
because he was satiated with food after 
handling it all day. So he hadn’t married 
me for that. No. he’d married me because 
he loved me. Not for this reason or that. 
but because I had been to him what a 
match is to kerosene. It had taken the 
two of us to make the wonderful. rosy 
flame that had been heaven-inspired. 

And I, with my jealousy and bickering. 
had snuffed out that flame and the rest of 
my days would be spent in loneliness and 


I wasn’t a knock- 
but my cook- 
prac- 


regret. 

“Dear heaven.” I whispered, fearfully. 
“what am I going to do? How am I going 
to live without him?” And I knew that I 
was going to have to live without him. I 
couldn’t bear it—and knew I had to bear 
it I was too miserable to weep. All I 
could think of was to get away. get out of 
his life and let him have another chance 
at happiness. 

I groped my way across the dark dining 
room to the telephone. The light I'd turned 
on in the bedroom seeped through and 
threw my shadow on the wall, flickeringly. 
[ lifted my hand to the phone. and the 
shadow lifted its hand, mockingly. I pushed 
back my hat and the shadow did likewise. 
I pressed both hands to my aching head 
and so did the shadow. 

I stared at it morosely. It occurred to 
me that the shadow was symbolic of my 
life with Jim. The doubts and fears in my 
heart had had no more substance than that 
foolish shadow. If I had turned on the 
bright light of faith and trust, the shadow 
lovers I imagined with Jim would have 
dissolved into nothingness. Jim deserved 
something better than that kind of a wife 


and if I got out of his way, he’d find 
it. 

I lifted the phone and began dialing for 
a cab to take me back to the station, and 
Peoria. 

And at that moment, the big wooden 
door opened slowly. Jim stood in the light 
which he turned on. Then he was across 
the room and taking the phone from my 
limp hands. 

“Don’t leave me again, Carol.” he said, 


huskily. “I can’t stand it when you're 
gone. I wish I knew how to make you 


know how much I love you. I wish what- 
ever there is in my make-up which makes 
you distrust me. wasn’t there. But I don’t 
know how to prove you can trust me, ex- 
cept by just loving you. Oh, Carol—” 

He swept me into his arms and I was 
weeping against his breast like a child 
who’s been lost—and found. Jim had 
turned on the light—and the shadows were 
gone! This time, Because this 
time I’d faced the shadow and known it 


forever. 


for what it was. 

“Oh, Jim,” I sobbed against his heart. 
“T don’t deserve you. But I do love you. 
I—can’t make you sure that I'll never be 
jealous again except by showing you the 
rest of my life, day by day. Oh, Jim, I 
love you— I love you.” 

“T don’t know how Vivi’s earring got in 
our room—” 

I put a swift hand over his lips. “She’d 
given it to Lottie,” I told him, my cheeks 
burning with shame. “Lottie lost it and 
came just now to 

Jim’s face cleared and suddenly he was 
howling with laughter. “Ye gods.” he 
gasped. “I was wondering if Vivi had been 
wandering in her sleep!” 

Then Mrs. Brown came into the store 
and she was calling cheerfully, “Jim. come 
and talk to me! I burned the roast, the 
two kids have measles. and the wringer on 
my washer broke. Hurry up, Jim. Once 
you smile at me, everything will be okay. 
? 


Jim 

I pushed him toward the door. “Get go- 
ing. Doctor Sunshine.” I laughed. “Sell 
her more than a dime’s worth of luncheon 
meat. too. Because I’ve made up my mind 
it was time I scattered a little light in this 
dingy old flat while you’re dispensing it 
down in the store. And I can’t think of a 
better way to do it than by having a baby. 


can you... ?” I smiled at him, my eyes 
moist. 
“Jim... ?” Mrs. Brown was becom- 


ing impatient. 

But Jim was standing stockstill, staring 
at me with an almost holy light in his 
blue eyes. 

“Darling—you 
ding... 2” 

“Not unless old Ma Nature is kidding 
me,” I told him. “Now scram, Mister. The 


mean—you're not kid- 


baby will need shoes!” 

I closed the door after him and turned 
to face my new, shadowless world. I was 
back in the sunlight of Jim’s love—and 


THE END 


this time I would stay there. 


Unworthy 
Wife 





(Continued from Page 31) 


perhaps loss of his chance at fame and 
national recognition. 

It sounds silly now that I almost grew 
to hate my husband and even went so far 
as to try to damage his career because I 
was jealous of his brains and education, 
foolishly self-conscious about the fact that 
seemingly—as some would put it—I mar- 
ried “above my station.” From chamber- 
maid in Mother’s boarding house to a posi- 
tion as the wife of a leading attorney 
seemed like a big step—too big for me 
and because I was too small to see that 
everyone, regardless of background and 
training—or lack of it—has a place in life, 
I pretty nearly missed the boat. In a 
word, I felt inferior to my husband—and 
because I felt that way—I was. 

The first time I saw Vincent, he had 
made me feel like an empty-headed child. 
I had interpreted his keenness, brilliance 
of mind and quick insight into situations 
as an attitude of superiority and I had 
heartily disliked him for it, right off the 
bat. They say first impressions are im- 
portant and this—coupled with my own 
seething, inward dissatisfaction at not be- 
ing able to get a college education because 
I] had to help Mother—laid the foundation 
for all our later trouble. 


JINCENT was by no means the hand- 

somest of the Howard University stu- 
dents who had come to board at Mom’s T 
Street home. In fact, looks-conscious as I 
was in those days, I considered him drab 
and uninteresting the first time I saw him. 

I had answered the doorbell one after- 
noon to see him standing there, tall and 
earnest, his clothes bearing the telltale 
neatness of the not-too-well-off student. He 
was a nice, warm brown color, with hair 
that would have been pretty if he had 
given it a chance. His eyes seemed to 
burn into everything they lit upon. All 
the lack of confidence and shyness his 
manner and dress seemed to express was 
made up for by the full, clear voice. He 
asked: 

“Mrs. Orme live here?” 

“Yes,” I replied. “But she’s not in now. 
I'm her daughter. What can I do for 


you?” 
“I’m at Howard University.” he ex- 
plained. “Housing office sent me over. 


I'm looking for a room in a nice quiet 
house.” 

The word “quiet” was a mistake. I said 
a mental “humph” as I looked the young 
man over. With housing conditions the 
way they were, he had a nerve being so 
And anyway, what made him 
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particular. 








think a home in a nice section like ours 
wouldn’t be quiet? 

“You may come in,” I offered in a cool 
voice. I didn’t want to let my resentment 
show too obviously for Mom had just been 
saying at breakfast that things were going 
to be sort of rugged if we didn’t get the 
two vacant rooms rented out pretty soon. 
Mom had had a tough time making ends 
meet ever since Dad’s death three years 
ago. 

In the living room, the young stranger 
seated himself and asked me anxiously: 

“This is a quiet place, isn’t it?” 

Vacant rooms and tough times or not, 
this was carrying things a little too far. 
Spiritedly, I retorted: 

“Of course this house is quiet. The 
whole neighborhood is quiet. This is a 
decent neighborhood. We have other stu- 
dents here and it’s quiet enough for them. 
[ think you'll find it all right—that is if 
\Miom wants to take you. We have to think 
of that too, you see.” 

I was proud of having put him in his 
place but. to my amazement, his only reac- 
tion was to nod gravely. 

“Of course,” he acknowledged. “Of 
course.” Then, in his calm, assured voice: 
“What is the rent?” 

[ felt strangely defeated. 

“Ten a week, one week in advance. 
Change of linen once a week. If you eat 
meals here, you have to make arrange- 
ments with Mom.” 

He smiled a slow smile. I thought it 
was almost a nasty smile. Then he said: 

“Oh, I see, but you yourself can make 
arrangements for just the rent. Then. 
we really don’t have to wait and see if 
your Mother is willing to take me.” 

He had made a fool out of me with my 


own words. I was quietly seething with 
rage, but utterly defeated. No telling 


when Mom would be back and if I put him 
iff. he might get another address from the 
Howard people. 

“Yes, I can make arrangements with 
you.” | answered, trying to keep my voice 
steady. “Of course.” I continued lamely,. 

Mom will to talk with you when 
she comes home.” 
he said again in that in- 
furiatingly calm tone. “Of course.” 

| showed him the room. His eyes lit up 
when} he saw the shabby. kneehole desk 
with the fluorescent lamp over in the cor- 


want 


“Of course,” 


ner near the window. 

“What a fine place to study,” he said, 
as though thinking aloud. 

“It is nice and quiet.” I said again. 

I still don’t know whether he even 
heard me. 

“I'd like to move in immediately,” he 
said. “May I?” 

“Yes,” I said. “Dll have to clean up 
in here a bit and put linen on the bed. I 
think there’s one thing you ought to know. 
Mom doesn’t allow female company—ex- 
cept down in the living room.” 

“T won’t have any female company.” he 
said quickly. “I’ve too many important 
things to do.” 
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I couldn’t be positive, but I sensed in 
addition to his superior manner an insult 
to my entire sex in his tone. Later, I was 
to realize that my sensitiveness on this 
score stemmed from Vincent’s obvious lack 
of interest in me as a female. I guess I 
had become sort of spoiled and apt to ex- 
pect attention. My better than average 
good looks and a figure of which I didn’t 
have to be ashamed had usually aroused 
the admiration of the students who came 
and went to and from our place from year 
to year. I decided this new roomer was 
conceited, just a bookworm and a drip. 

That’s the way I described him to Moth- 
er that night when she came home and I 
met her proudly with the crisp new ten 
dollar bill Vince had handed me from a 
rather lean wallet. But, for her sake, | 
had hastened to add: 


“He seems to be a decent person, 
though.” 


After her first talk with Vince, which. 
to my surprise, lasted for more than an 
hour, she came downstairs smiling, threw 
a shrewd glance in my direction and told 
me: 

“What makes you dislike our new young 
man. hon? I think he’s very nice.” 

I didn’t have much contact with Vince 
for several weeks after that. Nothing more 
than polite morning greetings when he was 
on his way to the campus. Curious be- 
cause Mother and the new roomer had de- 
veloped a friendship to the point where she 
declared him “perfectly sweet.” I knocked 
lightly on his door one Friday evening. 

“Come in.” he invited. 

He was comfortable in a blazing red 
smoking jacket. pipe in mouth and seated 
at his desk with books in front of him. 

“Mr. Ash,” I “You 
might have noticed that the house isn’t as 
quiet on Friday evenings as it is during 
the week. I thought you might like to 
know that it’s more or less of a tradition 
here that we have a little get-together on 
Friday nights. Nothing special. The stu- 
dents who live here. a few girls from the 
neighborhood. We play records and dance. 
You're welcome to join us if you like.” 

I was extending the olive branch and. 
if the truth must be told. I had become a 
little piqued because Vincent hadn’t yet 
joined my admiring little clique of young 
I had no personal designs on him 
type. Too brainy 


began formally. 


men. 
then. He wasn’t my 
but. woman-like. | was always interested 
in men who ignored me completely. 

He gave me a slow. grave look. 

“Thanks loads, Miss Orme,” he 
graciously. “But you see, I study en week- 
ends. I couldn't possibly make it.” 

How smart can a person get, I mused. 
sarcastically. I couldn’t leave well enough 
alone. 

“Do you study all the time?” I asked 
him, trying hard to needle him out of the 
cool, high-faluting manner. 

A little light of defiance kindled in his 
eyes. It was a defensive sort of look. 

“Most of the time,” he answered shortly. 


I felt dismissed. 


said 


“Just thought I'd ask,” I said and go 
out. I’m afraid I slammed the door. 

The next morning, Vincent came into 
the kitchen on his way to school. 

“Good morning, Mr. Bookworm,” | kid. 
ded him. I had regretted a tiny bit my 
behavior of the night before. 

“And what’s your first name,” Vince 
wanted to know. There wasn’t anything 
in his compelling voice but pleasantness, 
I noticed too that his usually unruly hair 
was brushed back carefully. It made him 
look different—almost good-looking. Too 
bad he and I are so different, I thought to 
myself. 

“Liz. usually.” I said. 

“Well. Liz. I guess I’m going to have to 
do something I very much dislike. Apolo. 
gize. I mean. I did appreciate your inyi- 
tation and I don’t think I showed it. Like 
to get a rain check for next Friday—if 
I'm still welcome.” 

I smiled. This was more like it, even 
though he was still being a little conde. 
scending. 

“Of course you are, Vince,” I agreed. 

We were friendlier after that. I found 
out what it was that Mother admired in 
Vince. He was from a poor family. had 
been so outstanding in high school that a 
club in his native Baltimore had furnished 
him with a scholarship. He had an al- 
most dedicated feeling about getting 
ahead. justifying the organization’s faith 
and becoming a lawyer. Not just an ordi- 
nary lawyer. He was interested in civil 
rights and wanted to help his race. His 
voice was intense and exciting as he talked 
about his plans. Too many Negroes became 
professionally successful and forgot that 
their race was in a pretty pickle, Vince be- 
lieved. He wasn’t going to be one of them. 

I began to look forward to talks with 
Vince. I never felt myself on his level, 
was flattered because he seemed to like to 
talk to me. He began to confide in me 
and our friendship developed so rapidly 
that Mother couldn’t resist the “I told you 
so” urge. 

“Darling,” she teased. “I can’t see why 
you would waste your time on a bookworm 
drip like Vincent.” 

I had to laugh gaily when she said it. 
The laugh came readily because a warm 
kind of admiration was beginning to set- 
tle deep within me for the touslehaired 
fellow who took life so seriously and who 
wanted to do such great things. 

Bob Ellis and Wes Williams, students 
at the house, who had dated me several 
times. had remarks to make. They were 
typical of a large class of collegiates— 
well-dressed, owners of good cars, fun- 
loving fellows who got systematically plas 
tered on weekends and just skidded by in 
their classes. They knew of Vince’s ser 
sational reputation on the campus, but 
thought him a dull fellow. 

“Since when have you been going in for 
the intellectual type, honey,” Bob kidded 
me. 

Wes flatly called Vincent a square. 

I surprised myself by the heat with 
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which I came to his defense. I told them 
angrily that Vince wasn’t a pleasant good- 
for-nothing, that he was going to be a 
“credit to his race.” 

Bob taunted me: 

“Well, what do you know? Our so- 
phisticated little Liz has met her match. 
Fallen flatter than a ton of bricks. When 
can we expect engagement announcements 
and such tripe?” 

Bob’s words shocked me. I had never 
seriously thought about being in love with 
Vince. For one thing, despite the close 
friendship we had formed, I knew that his 
plans didn’t call for romance. Not for 
years to come. He had his mind made up 
to reach a certain goal and nothing was 
going to stop him. I thought of his words 
that day he came to the house and I told 
him that Mom didn’t allow “company 
privileges.” 

“... more important things to do,” he 
had said. 

It’s strange what words of doubt like 
Bob’s can do—how they can plant tiny 
seeds of thought which can change the 
course of a whole life. Bob had made 
me begin to realize gradually, but with 
growing conviction that I could learn to 
love Vince except for one thing—the sub- 
conscious, deeply-rooted belief that I 
would be wasting my time, building up to 
a let-down. 

It became an obsession with me after 
that—this new thrilling, but frightening 
idea. I began to look at Vince with new 
eyes, the speculative eyes of a woman who 
wonders if she can make the grade. I 
began to think tenderly of his endearing 
qualities—his patience, his graveness. And 
I began to forget the orthodox ideas I had 
once entertained about attractiveness in a 
man. I became more and more conscious 
of that beautiful hair of Vince’s which he 
ignored so brutally. The set of his chin and 
the fire in those keen eyes when he talked 
of his race. The music in his voice. 

Our frequent discussions and constant 
companionship took on a new meaning to 
me. Inwardly, I tried to repel the idea 
of romance with Vince, simply because I 
didn’t dare think it could happen. I wasn’t 
good enough for him. 


(THERE HAD BEEN very little bitter- 

ness in my life. My father had been 
a devoted father and Mom had scuffled 
and struggled to do all she could for my 
sister, Claire and me. But Claire, at that 
very minute, was away at West Virginia 
State. Claire had begun coNege a year 
before Father died and Mom and I had 
insisted that she finish her college educa- 
tion. I had had to stay home and help 
Mom—take care of the house while she 
did little seamstress jobs for Washing- 
ton’s elite. No one knew—not even Mom 
or Claire—how much it had hurt me that 
I couldn’t get a college education. All my 
life I had been indoctrinated to believe 
that college was the thing. I had lived in 
a collegiate atmosphere, many of the stu- 
dents I knew didn’t take their education 


but none of whom would 
enough to merit expul- 


too seriously, 
dare to “mess up” 
sion. 

And here was Vince—a genius, an intel- 
lectual, serious about school, planning to 
become a big time defender of people’s 


rights. Where would a girl like me fit in? 
Nowhere, I told myself. 

I became quietly miserable, laden with 
the sweetness of my self-revealed secret 
love for Vince—and tormented with the 
hopelessness of it all. 

Mother noticed my preoccupation but 
with the wisdom and understanding she 
had always given her children, waited for 





me to bring her my problem. 

Vince noticed it. He didn’t wait. 

“Liz, you worry me these days,” he told 
me one night as we sat on the front porch, 
talking softly and watching the mellow 
lights of cars dipping down the dark street. 

I caught my breath sharply. 

“Why, Vince?” I asked guardedly. 

He pulled on his pipe quietly and I 
waited. It was a way he had—a delib- 
erate, thoughtful way. 

“You worry me because you’re so sad,” 
he said finally. 

“How can you tell?” I challenged. 

There was a longer pause this time but 
the words that came next released in me 
a surge of hope and delight of disbelief. 

“You can be pretty sure about the feel- 
ings of a person you like,” Vince said 
carefully. “You can be positive about the 
feelings of a person you love.” 

Then, with utter deliberation, almost as 
if it were planned and usual, he laid down 
his pipe, stood up, pulled me to him and 
kissed me. 

Even today, I can’t truthfully say I 
loved Vince when I let him kiss me that 
night, but there was a kind of overpower- 
ing sweetness in the knowledge that he 
had the very feeling for me which I had 
convinced myself was impossible. I told 
myself that my doubts and fears had been 
foolish—that the miracle of love could 
happen between a brilliant, serious-minded 
man and a simple, uneducated girl. That 
kiss was the beginning of a blissful inter- 
lude in my life. I felt a little guilty when 
I told him that I loved him, for although 
he had become very dear to me, I knew 
that on my part something was missing. 
Yet, I sincerely believed that this was 
caused by the barriers I had been building 
up in my own mind, that my tenderness for 
him would grow and expand and flower 
into the kind of love every girl dreams of. 

Mom was delighted. The morning after 
Vince told me he loved me, I awakened 
to see her sitting beside my bed. She had 
just come in with a tray of coffee, toast 
and orange juice. This was something 
that almost never happened because usu- 
ally she was getting ready to leave on one 
of her appointments at about this time. 
“Why the brown-skinned service, Mom?” 
asked. 

She grinned delightedly. 
“I’m not an eavesdropper,” she said. 
“But next time you kiss a bookworm you 


— 


used to detest so much—on the front porch 
—you ought to make sure the blinds are 
closed in the living room.” 

I was even happier to know that Mom 
approved. Vince and I just had to make 
a go of it. I must never let him know 
that I felt inferior to him and that I had 
sneakingly haunting doubts in my ability 
to be worthy of him. I wouldn’t let him 
down. I would make up for my inade- 
quacy to measure up to him in a thousand 
tender, loving ways. 

Vince and I began to make plans, map 
a blueprint for the happy life we were 
going to share. When he graduated from 
Howard, he was going to take a law clerk 
job in the Baltimore office of the father 
of a classmate. He would save every pos- 
sible cent and when he had passed the bar 
and he was ready to practice, we would 
marry. 

Vince broke his promise to me that he 
wouldn’t spend money for an engagement 
ring. He had a pitifully small acount in 
the bank and I couldn’t help being touched 
when he slipped a sparkling band on my 
finger several evenings later. 

“Tl keep all the rest of my promises, 
dear,” he apologized. 

I wrote delirious letters to Claire telling 
her how happy I was and how anxious I 
was for her to meet my fiance. 

“You'll make it fine with Vince, Claire.” 
I wrote. “You and he will find so much 
in common to talk about.” 

After that sentence. I had laid the pen 
down slowly. The old fears were coming 
back. So much in common. Claire and 
Vince. It was true, gosh-awful true. Claire 
was really more Vince’s type than I was. 
She had it all over me in looks and brains 
and she had created a storm of approval 
with her fine record at West Virginia 
State. What did I have in common with 
Vince? All I could do was sit and listen 
as he expounded about the important 
things which were going on in the world. 
An awful, tiny germ of discontent began 
to grow within me. I began to dread the 
day when Vince would meet Claire and 
compare. 

Claire didn’t get home before Vince had 
graduated and left for Baltimore. When 
she did come home, she was disappointed 
that he had left and, underneath all her 
probing questions about Vince and I, how 
we met and how we fell in love, I sensed 
a current of jealousy. I had always had 
less than Claire, but she had always been 
jealous of me, even though we were very 
close. 

Vincent was writing me constantly. He 
was going over well at the law office 
and was doing some work with the local 
NAACP. His employer gave him oppor- 
tunities to earn money above his salary 
and he was saving every possible penny 
without denying himself the basic com- 
forts. 

Claire scoffed at this. 

“You mean to say he can’t even afford 
a weekend visit from Baltimore. honey?” 
she asked. “You kids are running it into 
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the ground, Sis. This is the atomic age. 
Live-fast and furious, that’s my motto.” 

She had been appointed to the public 
school system in Washington and, with 
perfect ease, had fitted into that strange 
area of Washington society which com- 
prises government workers, doctors, law- 
yers and number runners. 

I was a little irritated, living once again 
in the reflected glory of a beautiful sister 
who had degrees and popularity and the 
gall to sneer at Vincent’s noble ambition 
and self-denial. Her poisonous remark 
had borne fruit. 

I wrote Vincent and begged him to take 
a little time off for a visit. 

“After all, darling,” I said, “what good 
is being engaged if we can’t spend a little 
time together?” 

Patient, considerate Vincent. I was to 
learn that when I made demands, reason- 
able or unreasonable, he would accept 
them quietly and compromise his own res- 
olutions. In his next letter, he promised 
to come and spend a week. 

The minute Claire and Vincent met, my 
heart sank as it had when I wrote her 
about him. It wasn’t that her glamor reg- 
istered with him so overwhelmingly. but, 
from the very beginning, they were kin- 
dred minds, able to cope with each other’s 
intuition and insight. They plunged right 
into discussion of those topics which they 
loved in common—politics, psychology, the 
musie and painting of masters, the latest 
Book of the Month selection. Claire’s face 
wore a bright approval as they talked and 
Vincent’s eyes were alive with apprecia- 
tion for her quick wit, her keen observa- 
tions. I felt like a shabby little beggar 
cirl staring into a fragrant bakery window. 
[ had to get out of the room and leave 
them alone—and I wasn’t even missed for 
two miserable hours which I spent in my 
room, mooning over a magazine. 

Vincent came in search of me later. 

“Your sister is tremendous, honey,” he 


declared. “A wonderful girl.” 
“I'm glad you think so.” I answered 


“You really forgot I existed, didn’t 
you, darling. Why don’t you two minds 
talk for a few more hours? I have hun- 
lreds of magazines that print the kind of 
stuff John Q. Public can understand.” 

Vineent searched my face with disbelief. 

“You're jealous,” he announced calmly. 
“Jealous of your sister. How stupid.” 

His last word was like a whip lash 
across my sensitive feelings. 

“Don’t you dare call me stupid, Vincent 
(sh.” I screamed at the top of my voice. 
“As long as you live, don’t you ever call 
me stupid. I know you have nine thou- 
sand degrees and all the brains in the 
world. but I have some common sense— 
which every half-baked college graduate 
Common sense. do you un- 


coldly. 


doesn’t have. 
derstand?” 

[ ended in futile and Vincent, 
appalled at my display of temper, took me 
gently in his arms. He hadn’t meant that 
| was stupid, he explained. He had meant 
that it was stupid of me at that particular 


tears 


time, to be jealous of anyone else in the 
world when I knew that I was the only 
one who counted with him. 

When my anger had been spent and I 
had said the most horrible things imagi- 
nable to Vincent. I broke down into tears 
of exhaustion and hopelessness. Vincent 
took me in his arms. talked slowly and 
softly and I felt a great tide of shame 
sweeping me. 


HREE DAYS after Vincent left. Claire 

came upstairs and brought me a letter 
from him. It was his usual sweet letter. 
telling me how much he missed me and 
how sorry he was we couldn't be together 
for life sooner. 

But my new-found relief was short-lived 
when. at the dinner table, Claire men- 
tioned to Mom that she was thrilled about 
Vince’s new appointment with the Balti- 
more NAACP. Before I realized what I 
was saying. I had screamed: 

“What appointment? He hasn’t got any 
new appointment.” 

Claire looked at me with shock. 
frowned. 

“Why. darling.” Claire asked timidly. 
“didn’t he tell you he’s on the legal staff 
of the branch now and how significant it 
is. He must have mentioned it in your 
letter too.” 

Then the truth dawned on me. 
had heard from Vincent—and_ he 
thought it important to tell her something 
which had meant a lot to him—something 
he hadn’t considered me worthy of know- 
ing—or understanding. Hot with anger, I 
left the table and locked myself in my 
room, leaving Mom and Claire staring at 
each other. 

The next day. when Mom had left for 
work and my sister had gone off to school. 
I rummaged through her dresser and 
found Vince’s letter. It was a long. ab- 
sorbing description of his activities in the 
office. his new position with the NAACP 
Each word accentuated the dan- 
temple as I 


Mom 


Claire 


had 


branch. 
gerous throbbing in my 
thought of the little gay. meaningless note 
he had written to me—his fiance. 

I took Claire’s létter to my room, folded 
it carefully. placed it in an envelope, ad- 
dressed the envelope to Vince and—before 
sealing it—dropped in it my engagement 
ring. I mailed it at the corner and went 
slowly home. my heart empty and heavy. 

For the next day or so. I avoided Claire 
and Mom, turned off their attempts to be 
friendly with short answers. Then I an- 
nounced that I was leaving home. They 
appealed to me, argued with me, but it was 
useless. 

In the middle of the discussion with the 
family. the doorbell rang. Claire went to 
the door and I heard her exclaim: 

“Vincent!” 

Frantically, I got up from my chair. 
went out into the hall. rushed right past 
Claire and Vincent and ran upstairs to my 
room. Vincent ran up the steps behind 
me, put his foot in my room before I could 
lock it and took me in his arms. 


“Get your clothes and pack them now,” 
he commanded. “We're going to get mar. 
ried—right now.” 

I opened my mouth to voice amazed 
protest. 

His words came out, clipped and delib. 
erate. 

“Do what I said NOW.” 

I was almost hypnotized. I had already 
gone through the motions of packing in 
my frenzied desire to get away. I gath. 
ered up a few things. picked up my suit. 
case and meekly followed him down the 
steps. 

Mom and Claire were standing in the 
hall. Vinee took Mom in his arms and 
kissed her. 

“Don’t worry about her, Mom.” he said 
gently. “Ill take care of her.” 

The next few hours were like a dream. 
Before I knew it. we were in Elkton, Mary. 
land. whirled there in a car Vince had 
borrowed from his boss. You could get 
married there in a matter of hours and we 
did. But not before Vince had slipped my 
ring back on my finger, shown me a little 
gold wedding band and told me that if | 
ever thought I was going to get away from 
him, I was insane. I was weak before his 
masterfulness and when the words floated 
through the air. pronouncing us man and 
wife. | was limp with ecstasy. I forgot 
my fears. 

The next nine months were dream time 
for me. Vince passed the bar. We moved 
from his mean little one room into a cute 
little apartment in the Druid Hills section. 

Vincent opened his offices right in the 
front room of our apartment. He had a 
gift for making friends and his splendid 
work with the NAACP brought him many 
clients. 

I had been happier than I ever dreamed 
possible. In spite of his long hours and 
heavy schedule, Vince was a winning hus 
hand, attentive and devoted. But, with his 
success in the community. came inevitable 
demands upon us to entertain and to at- 
tend the parties of the elite. 

That’s when the old trouble began. 
More than ever Vince began bringing 
home for dinner his legal associates. peo- 
ple who worked with him in the NAACP, 
newspapermen and writers. I began to 
feel uncomfortable. The old ghost of feel- 
ing left out came back. Most of the wives 
of his associates were college women, pro- 
fessional women, able to hold their own 
in conversation of which I knew nothing. 

The afternoon Vince phoned me and 
said he had invited Dr. Bynum, the presi- 
dent of the NAACP and his wife for din- 
ner, I blew up. 

“Vince. I’m tired of these high muckty- 
mucks, cluttering up the place. mouthing 
all their intellectual talk. Do we have to 
have the Bynums?” 

“It would help, darling.” he told me 
patiently. “Bynum’s very important to me 
right now in a contact [I want to make.” 

“Oh, all right.” I consented ungracious 
ly. “But I’m sick of those kind of people.” 

My mind was made up in advance that 
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the evening with the Bynums was going to 
be unsuccessful. And of course it was. 

After dinner, we were seated in the liv- 
ingroom. Vince and the Bynums launched 
into a discussion of local politics. I served 
drinks. Several times I made an attempt 
to disengage Mrs. Bynum from the con- 
yersation and talk ordinary woman’s talk. 
but each time she wandered back into the 
discussion. I was feeling less and less a 
part of what was going on. I was uncom- 
fortable and unhappy. I made several 
trips back and forth to the kitchen, seem- 
ingly on little errands as a hostess, really 
to escape the foolish position I was in. 
When the situation became really unbear- 
able. I excused myself, went into the 
kitchen and sat down, staring out of the 
window on our neatly landscaped back- 
yard lawn. I must have been in there a 
half-hour when Vince came to see why I 
had been gone so long. He came over and 
stood by me. 

“Headache, darling?” he asked softly. 

“I'm all right.” I told him irritably in 
a “please go away” tone. 

He talked to me gently but I refused to 
say a word in reply until, finally, 1 burst 
out with: 

“I'm just sick of your stuffed shirt 
friends—sitting around, gabbing about a 
lot of junk that doesn’t mean anything. 
I'm sick of big shots and snobs.” 

There was a second of quiet in the 
kitchen as we both stared out the window. 
Then we froze with horror as we heard a 
discreet cough behind us. Noiselessly, Mr. 
Bynum had come out into the kitchen in 
search of Vince. We turned to look at 
him. His face betrayed that he had heard 
my angry words but he said: 

“Didn’t mean to intrude like this. I 
think we'd best be going. Awfully late.” 

We said embarrassed good-nights. 

I went upstairs and lay across the bed. 
A few minutes later Vince came up word- 
lessly and undressed. Then he kissed me 
good night and went to sleep. 


N THE AWFUL DAYS that followed 

Vince never said a word about my be- 
havior, which made me more miserable. 
I knew I had wounded him terribly, but | 
interpreted his tender, understanding treat- 
ment of me as that of a tolerant professor 
for a naughty child. One night at dinner 
I prodded him. 

“Go ahead, Vincent,” I said with a low 
intensity. “Tell me I disgraced you. Tell 
me I’m a failure—that I don’t fit in with 
your high-faluting friends. Don’t treat me 
like a child, you learned man you.” 

He looked across the table at me sadly. 

“Don’t be a fool, sweetheart,” he said 
quietly. “Anyone can make a mistake.” 

This was fuel for the fires in me. 

“First I'm stupid. Now I’m a fool. No, 
Vincent, it isn’t true that anyone can make 
a mistake. It just isn’t true. You know 
who can’t make any mistakes—you. You're 
perfect. You know it all.” 

“I know one thing,” he answered me in 
measured tones. “I know that I lost an 
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appointment on a state commission because 
my darling little wife talked too much in 
front of the wrong people.” 

He got up and went into his study. 

\ wall was up between us. Our home 
was an armed camp. 

Just about this time I discovered I was 
going to have a baby. I was overjoyed. 
[ knew how much Vincent wanted a child. 
Now everything would be all right between 
is. The wall of reserve which had grown 
higher and higher since the incident with 
the Bynums would be broken down now 
when I told him the news. I planned 
elaborately how I would tell him. 

But Vincent was more removed from me 
now than ever. He was preparing one of 
the most vital cases of his career. He had 
been chosen to direct a suit against a 
university which refused to admit Negroes. 
For weeks he worked, gathering material, 


probing, writing, studying, consulting law 
books. My attempts at conversation were 


rebuffed by his short answers. 

Then came the crusher to aggravate my 
The day before the 
great case was to go to trial, I found a long 
letter Vincent’s desk. It was from 
Claire—telling him to be patient with me, 
to wait and things would work themselves 
ut. Vincent and Claire had been discuss- 
ing our private affairs. He had told her 
verything, I was sure. I wanted to strike 
back at Vincent now. 

The devil himself must have suggested 
to my mind the scheme I devised. The 
evening before his important courtroom 
appearance, I walked into his study and 
said in a cool voice: 

“I’m going to have a child.” 

The book in his hand crashed to the 
floor. A look of delight and disbelief went 
across his face. 

“It’s not yours,” I added 
vent upstairs to my room. 

The was still. Time throbbed 
away as I sat and waited to hear him come 
ipstairs and crack up, go beserk, repudiate 
ill his education, his intellect and act like 

wronged husband. I didn’t care if he 
I lay there for hours but no 


wounded brooding. 


on 


turned and 





house 


killed me. 
Vincent. 

[ went downstairs quietly. With the 
laybreak came a sense of the enormous 
rime I had committed—the terrible, un- 
necessary lie I had told deliberately on the 
ight before one of his greatest struggles 
The note 


for success. Vincent was gone. 


on his desk said: 


“Darling, I have thought for hours about 


what you told me. I cannot bear to see 


you before I go to court because I must 
concentrate only on the case which comes 


mentioned one word of reproach. 


t 


Winning it will mean it will be 
ver so much easier for all three of us— 
f you still love me as I do you.” 

“All three of us.” Vincent hadn’t even 
Think- 


never re- 


ip today. 


ng back, I realized he had 


proached me for any of the petty. mean 


hings | had done. Now, this—the greatest 


crime a woman can confess—and he could 


still say: “I love you. 


( 


See you tonight 


4) 


after the trial.” 

If the devil told me the night before 
to try to harm Vincent as I had—then an 
angel must have whispered to my heart as 
I stood and looked at the note of love and 
tenderness left by a patient. enduring man 
I had tried to crucify. I knew then that 
my husband was better than I—not be- 
cause of his degrees, his education, his 
training. He was better than I because 
he was patient, forgiving, understanding 
and willing to suffer any. torture of mind 
for someone he loved. 

I knelt there in Vincent’s study—by his 
chair—knelt and prayed to God and to 
Vincent for forgiveness. I remained on my 
knees for hours. Then came the answer to 
my prayer. An urge inside of me—or a 
direction from Heaven 
up and get dressed and go to the court- 
room. 

The place was jammed tight. but a po- 
liceman friend of Vincent’s got me in and 
up front in the courtroom. Vincent was 
speaking. The room hushed. His 
wonderful, musical throbbed with 
sincerity as he drove home point after 
point. He turned near the close of his 
presentation. I cringed inwardly as I saw 
his face. His every feature etched in a 
tragedy as poignant as crucifixion. His 
live eyes picked me out of the crowd and 
his face cleared. His voice caught a note 
of triumph. He crashed home a few, final 
sentences and sat down at the counsellor’s 
table. 

He won that case. It’s the very same 
case that will be tried tomorrow in the 
State Supreme Court. The university has 
taken an appeal. He will win again to- 
morrow because he knows several things. 
He knows that little Vincent upstairs in his 
cradle is our son—the product of a tumul- 
tuous love which nearly went sour. He 
knows that I have been cured. cleansed. 
purged of the unclean. unreasoning sense 

of inferiority. And he knows that I would 
die a thousand deaths before I would seek 


impelled me to get 


was 
voice 


ever again to wound him. For it was 
because Vincent knew so much—not of 
degrees and science or law or books—but 


so much of human understanding and 
Christian forbearance—that he changed an 
unworthy wife into a loyal, loving sweet- 


heart. THE END. 
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under supervision and where you can have 
a normal boy-girl association 
tal approval. 
and poise when the magic hour of that 
first date arrives. 

It will arrive. as sure as you are 14 go- 
ing on 15 or 16, as the case may be. That 
first date is something special. It means 
a turning point in your adolescent life. 
Plan for it, look forward to it. Don’t louse 
it up by taking off on some surreptitious 
rendezvous while you are still too young 
to date. 


with paren- 
It will also give you ease 
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I glanced up from the book I was read. 
ing in bed and said, “I’m sure he is. Only 
just which ‘he’ are you talking about.” — 

“About Barney, of course!” She slipped 
off her shoes and danced across the floor. 
I watched her slim figure twirling grace. 
fully. I closed my book and yawned. 

“Barney? That’s a new one on me.” 

“You'll meet him, Pat. Maybe tomor. 
row when he calls for me,” she said hap- 
pily. 

I raised my eyebrows. 
every night.” 

“Wait till you meet him, then you'll 
know why. You'll like him, Pat. I know 
you will!” 

Meeting Barney that next night only 
confirmed what I had already suspected— 
I didn’t like him. He was tall and very 
handsome and he knew it. He didn’t 
bother to hide his conceit and gave the 
impression he was always waiting to hear 
some girl swoon over him. I disappointed 
him on that score, though, for after the 
introduction was over, I excused myself 
and went into the bedroom. 

A short while later, Irene appeared at 
the door. “We’re going down to the 
Apollo, Pat, and we want you to come 
along.” 

I smiled and shook my head. “Haven't 
you heard? Three’s a crowd. Some other 
time.” 

Barney’s head popped around _Irene’s 
shoulder. “Come on and join the party,” 
he urged. “It’s Amateur Night tonight 
and there'll be a million laughs.” 

“No, thank you,” I said firmly. “I—I’ve 
got a date for tonight. Thanks just the 
same.” 

After they left, I sat smoking and think- 


“Hmm—dates 


ing. Irene was right about Barney's 
charm. He wore his clothes with an air 


of casualness and his flashy smile was 
quite disarming. But the total effect was 
deceptive, for Barney was sharp as a fox. 
He didn’t miss a thing. Remembering his 
deep-set eyes and the offhand way he 
treated Irene, taking her for granted, | 
knew that my innocent friend had taken 
on more than she realized. 

Finally. I dressed and went out, since | 
had told them I had a date. Strolling 
aimlessly along the street, I ran into some 
friends who persuaded me to join them 
in a birthday celebration. In no time at 
all, I had forgotten about Irene and Bar- 
ney. It was her problem and I had no 
right and certainly no desire to interfere. 
In fact. as the evening progressed, I de- 
decide that I was making mountains out 
of molehills. As long as she had been 
around me, Irene certainly should be able 
to take care of herself by now. 
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But my first suspicions about Barney 
were confirmed one night a few weeks 
later. I had a date with one of the fel- 
lows at the office where I worked and as 
I bustled about the apartment getting 
ready. I noticed that Irene was quieter 
than usual. “Barney 
night?” I asked. seeing that she was mak- 
jing no preparations to go out. 

Irene shook her head. “No, 
tonight, so I think Ill just go to bed early 
and get some rest.” she replied with a 
dreamy smile. “You know, Pat, I think 
i's a good thing to miss seeing someone 
you like an awful lot. You know what 
| mean?” 

“Too much of a good thing. hunh? Like 
shortcake for 


coming over to- 


he’s busy 


having strawberry dessert 
every day.” 
“No. that’s not it at all!” she said. 
“Not being in love. I wouldn't know. 
I paused. “It is 
isn’t it?” 


Suppose you tell me.” 
love with you and Barney, 

Irene broke into an embarrassed smile 
that deepened her dimples and brought a 
warm glow to her soft tan cheeks. “Yes.” 
she admitted. “I’m in love with him. Oh, 
Pat, it’s such a wonderful feeling!” 

I went over to her and patted her on 
the shoulder. “Okay, honey, I'll take your 
word for it.” 

Irene was lost in a dream world. “It 
but I'm glad Barney isn’t 
When you’re with some- 
you can’t think about them 


When 


I can’t even see what he 


may sound silly, 
coming tonight. 
body you love. 
—only feel what’s in your heart. 
Barney is near, 
looks like.” 
“You've really got it bad,” 
“But tonight. [ can sit here and think 
about him. when I do see him 
again. it ll be twice as good. That’s what 


I commented. 
Then. 


I mean.” she said. 

“Makes about as much sense as any- 
thing else connected with this love 
“T just hope the 


busi- 
ness.” I said cynically. 
feeling is mutual!” 


ALPH. the fellow I was out with that 
night. srooklyn. 
invited me to a house party in his neigh- 
He was a good friend and we 
but that’s 
So when we ar- 


lived in and he had 
borhood. 
went out together occasionally. 
all there was between us. 
rived at the 
party was already in progress. 


brownstone house where the 
Ralph in- 
troduced me to the hostess and then I was 
on my own. It was one of those gay. in- 
formal affairs where nobody’s a stranger 
after five minutes. After an exhausting 
attempt to learn the mambo. I sank into a 
chair in a corner while my partner went 
for drinks, 

Idly. I glanced about the crowded room. 
looking for no one in particular, when | 
caught sight of a familiar face among all 
the strange ones. It was Barney! My 
first impulse was to confront him and de- 
mand an explanation for the lie he had 
told Irene. Then I realized how ridiculous 
such a public accusation would be so I 
sat back in my chair and waited. He was 
whispering urgently into the ear of a pretty 
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girl and it was plain that she was pleased 
with what she heard. 

My anger mounted as I watched. wait- 
ing for him to look up. At last. he paused 
to light a cigarette and as his eyes moved 
about the room they met mine. A slight 
frown crossed his face. then recovering 
himself, he tossed a big smile in my direc- 
tion. After a hasty word with his com- 
panion, he sauntered over to me. 

“T suppose I should say something about 
what a small world it is,” he remarked. 
“But that’s a little corny. so I won't.” 

“A few words about small 
people are would be more in order,” I 
said icily. 

His eyes ‘ widened 
tell me you don’t like people!” 


how some 


“Don't 


innocently. 


“If you classify heels as people, then 
you're right!” I snapped. 
£ PI 
1e man’s conceit was colossal. “Gee. 
TI t ] ] ( 


baby, I didn’t know you cared,” he grinned. 
Then, as the record player started up. he 
held out his hand and said in a command- 
ing tone, “Let’s dance.” Ignoring my pro- 
tests, he lifted me to my feet and prac- 
tically dragged me out on the floor. 

Despite myself, I fell into the infectious 
rhythm of the music, and there was no 
denying that Barney was a smooth dancer. 
“Still mad?” he asked, tightening his arms 
around me. I pulled away to a discreet 
distance and said, “Why should I be an- 
gry? It’s none of my business if you lie 
to Irene and she’s foolish enough to be- 
lieve it.” 

“T didn’t lie to her.” he said in an in- 

“[T just told her I'd be busy 
We danced in silence for a 


jured tone. 
tonight.” 


while. then he continued. “Irene’s a_ nice 
girl and I like her. But she’s so—well. 
she’s not my type.” 

“Then why waste her time?” I de- 


manded, feeling some of my anger return- 
ing. 

He grew serious. 
if she fell for me? 
and if she’s satisfied, 
happy.” 

His smugness got under my skin. 
satisfied because she doesn’t know any bet- 
ter,” I declared. 

Barney raised his eyebrows and looked 
down at me. “So you figure to play Girl 
Scout and wise her up, eh?” 

“I'd do more than that to keep her from 
getting hurt!” I hissed. 

He threw back his head and 
He was still chuckling when I turned on 
my heel and went to find my drink. 

When the party began to break up. 
Ralph found me and suggested that we 
leave. I knew his offer to see me home 
was only politeness and it was easy to see 
he’d much rather stay. So I told him that 
if he’d take me to the subway I'd make it 
home alone. 


“Look, can I help it 
We have fun together 
then you should be 


*“*She’s 


laughed. 


He protested. “That’s an awful long 
ride this time of night, Pat.” 

“Then there’s no point in both of us 
suffering, especially since you’d be riding 
back all alone.” I told him. 

Someone stepped up behind me and I 


felt two arms slide around my _ waist, 
“You're not worried about getting home. 
are you. Pat?” It was Barney. “I’ve got 
my car and—” 

I pulled away from him. 
yourself!” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “Just trying 
to do a favor.” he said in an injured tone, 
“T hate to think of Ralph making that 
long, lonely trip back to Brooklyn.” 

I glared at him helplessly. I knew there 
was no good reason I could give for not 
accepting his invitation, so I finally agreed, 
But all the way uptown the only words 
spoken were in Barney’s one-way conversa- 
tion and I left him at the door of the 
building with a curt “Thanks for the ride.” 
Irene was asleep when I went in, looking 
more childlike than ever as she lay curled 
on the bed. Daylight was pushing through 
the windows before I finally dozed off to 
sleep, and I still hadn’t reached any deci- 
sion about what to do about Irene and 
Barney. 

The next day was Sunday, and Irene had 
invited Barney over for dinner. When he 
arrived, he gave no hint that he had seen 
me just a few hours before and again | 
was amazed at his conceit. Several times 
I opened my mouth to mention the night 
before, but looking at Irene. I realized that 
she was so wrapped up in Barney, 
probably wouldn’t even hear what I was 
saying. I felt sure that he knew what | 
wanted to do, for each time he caught my 
eye he’d give me a wink as if we had all 
the secrets in the world between us. But 
there was nothing I could do, so I main- 
tained a frustrated silence all the time he 
was there. 


“Don’t bother 


she 


I T WASN’T long after that I got a phone 

call at work from Barney. I was sur- 
prised to hear his smooth voice at the 
other end of the wire saying, “Just called 
to see how you were doing. Still mad at 
me?” 

I tried to control my irritation. “Listen,” 
I said tartly, “this is a business phone and 
we're not allowed to receive social calls. 
Unless you’ve got a darn good reason for 


bothering me during business _ hours, 
then—” 

“Okay, baby, [ll make it short and 
sweet,” he cut in. “Tl pick you up to- 


night after work.” 

“But what—why—?” A click at the 
other end of the wire cut short my _ pro- 
tests. Ignoring the questioning looks from 
the other girls in the office. I replaced the 
phone and went back to my work. Ms; 
first reaction was to ignore Barney’s cal! 
as just the latest of his crazy notions. But 
as the afternoon wore on, my curiosity got 
the better of me. What did he have in 
mind? Had it anything to do with Irene? 

By the time I slipped my _ typewriter 
cover into place and prepared to leave the 
office, I had decided to string along wit! 
Barney. to play his game for a while—just 
to learn what he had on his mind. Sure 
enough, as I left the building there was 
his car parked at the curb. A couple of 
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the girls whistled suggestively as Barney 
waved and leaned over in his seat to open 
the door. “Just a friend of a friend of 
mine, girls,” I told them casually. “See 
you tomorrow.” 

When I climbed into the car beside Bar- 
ney there was a self-satisfied grin on his 
devilishly handsome face. “Well, go ahead 
and say it,” I said after a few moments. 
Might as well play the game his way, I 
told myself. 

“All right, I will,” he 
me a cigarette. “I knew 

“Do you know why?” 

He shrugged his wide shoulders. “Who 
knows why a woman does anything?” 

“What about Irene?” I asked, continu- 
ing my probing. 

“I told you before,” he easily. 
“Irene’s a sweet kid and all that, but she 
doesn’t move me. Not like you do. Pat.” 

“Well!” The shock of his words left 
me speechless and I could only stare at 
him unbelievingly. 

Barney chuckled quietly. “That’s right. 
The first time I saw you I knew you were 
my kind. Maybe you don’t think much of 
me right now. but before it’s 
over.” His voice took on a new hardness. 
“I never chased a dame before—never had 
to—and all this is new to me. But I’m 
doing it for Pat. You should feel 
flattered.” 

I tried to analyze my feelings. It 
flattered by Barney’s 


replied, handing 
you'd be there.” 


said 


you will 


you, 


was 


a fact that I was 

attentions. It was only natural that his 
confession gave me a warm glow of satis- 
faction. Any woman likes know she’s 
attractive to a handsome man. But at the 
same time, I couldn’t forget what he was 
doing to Irene; what I'd be doing her 


if I allowed myself to fall for Barney’s 
velvet-smooth line. 

Lost in thought, I registered no protest 
when he suggested stopping for a drink. 
Then, pretty sure I was on an even keel, 
I agreed to have dinner with him. I knew 
now what I had to do and no matter how 
many pretty words and romantic phrases 
Barney whispered in my 
mined to protect my friend. 

I knew what 
Barney made the pass at me after driving 
me home. But being a little more expe- 
rienced than he had anticipated, I deftly 
slid out of his grasp and quickly stepped 
out of the car. 

“You win this time.” 
dently, “but I can wait.” 

“Thanks for a very interesting evening.” 


ear, | was deter- 


was coming even before 


Barney said confi- 


I said, then turned and hurried into the 
house to find Irene. But she was fast 
asleep and there was nothing to do but 


For I had made 
everything. It 


wait until the next day. 
up my mind to tell her 
seemed the day would never end so I could 
tush home to have a heart-to-heart talk 
with Irene. Then I got busy and had no 
time to think of the unpleasant task I 
faced. 

At last, 
tied home. Irene was there. 
me. She had a funny expression on her 


five o'clock arrived and I hur- 


waiting for 


I hesitated, wondering how to bring 
was her turn to fix 
kitchen 
turned 


face. 
up the subject. It 
dinner and she moved about the 
eyeing me strangely. Finally. I 
from the cupboard and remarked offhand- 
edly. “I saw Barney last night.” 
Irene didn’t look up. “Yes, 
“He told me.” 
stunned by the unexpected re- 
sponse, but I continued doubtfully, “We 
had dinner together.” 
She whirled to face me, 


I know,” 
she said. 
I was 


setting the tea- 


pot down on the table. “Pat,” she said, 
“vou’re my best friend, and I trust you 
completely, but—” She stopped and ran 


hand across her forehead. 

“But what?” I waited for her to 
tinue. 

Irene looked as if she would break into 


con- 


tears at any moment. “Why would you 
want to take Barney away from me?” she 
asked plaintively. 

I stared at her in astonishment. “Take 


him away from you! What on earth ever 

—oh, no! You can’t believe that!” 
“What else can I she de- 

suddenly angry. 


believe?” 
manded, “You pretend 
not to be interested in then sneak 
around behind my back to make dates with 


men. 


my boy friend.” 

“But, is the one 
who’s been running after me. Why should 
I tell you about last night if I were trying 
to hide 


**Because 


Irene, honey, Barney 


anything?” 

you knew Barney would tell 
me himself. Oh, he told me how you kept 
calling him and finally he met you just to 

e how far you'd go.’ 

Then it dawned on me how slick Barney 
had been and I was speechless with rage. 
He had beat me to the punch and I real- 
with a sinking heart that nothing | 
say would wipe the terrible sus- 
picions from Irene’s mind. But my silence 
ruilt to her. for 
“Why don’t you say 


ized 
could ever 
must have indicated g she 
continued her tirade. 


something?” she demanded at last. “Do 
you deny it’s true?” 


I sighed and began in a quiet voice to 
had actually 
all J 


you didn't 


explain what happened. 
“Honestly. wanted to do was 
make sure get hurt.” I ended. 
rather lamely I'm afraid. for there was the 


slight trace of a sneer on her lips and a 


Irene. 


hard glint in her eyes. 


“T think you're lying, Pat.” There was 
a quiet finality to her voice. 

I gave a short. bitter laugh. “Well. 
that’s that! Believe me. Irene, I hate to 


see it happen—especially over some no 


good troublemaker like Barney—but there’s 


only one thing to do.” 


“Suit she snapped. 

I turned to go. “Ill be moving out as 
soon as I find another place.” 

But it as that. Apart- 
ments, even places to share, were as scarce 
days and nights 


yourself,” 


wasn't as easy 
as hen’s teeth and after 
of fruitless searching, I 
myself to staying there with Irene. Things 
were different There wasn’t that 
close friendship there had once been be- 
as we stalked about the 


finally resigned 
now. 


tween us and 
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apartment trying to avoid one another the 
tension mounted like a high wall, separat- 
ing us still further. 

Irene continued to see Barney, but I al- 
ways made it a point to be out whenever 
he called. Despite the bad feeling be- 
tween us, I still felt that she was making 
a mistake where Barney was concerned 
and felt compelled to do something about 
it. Furthermore, the dirty trick Barney 
had played on us both galled me and I 
became obsessed with the idea of turning 
the tables on him. I didn’t know how or 
when, but I knew that sooner or later he 
must pay for his treachery. 


T DIDN’T take me long to realize that 

it wouldn’t do to just sit back and wait 
for something to happen. It was up to me 
to take advantage of the first opportunity 
that came along. I didn’t have long to 
wait. Irene went to Philadelphia to visit 
her parents. 

“T hate to bother you,” she said to me, 
plainly ill at ease asking a favor of me, 
“but I’m going to be gone for the weekend. 
If Bar—if anyone phones, [ll be back 
Sunday night on the 10:30 train.” 

“Sunday night—all right, I'll tell him.” 
I noticed she had two or three packages, 
which, with her suitcase made an awkward 
load for her, so I suggested, “Why not 
take my overnight bag? It'll be a lot 
easier for you.” 

She was reluctant at first, but finally 
accepted my offer, and I think at that 
point, both of us were a little ashamed at 
the childish way we’d been acting. I 
wasn’t angry at Irene; I just felt sorry for 
her. And she seemed to find it difficult to 
maintain her attitude of haughty aloofness. 
I was more determined than ever, as we 
said wistful goodbyes, to straighten out the 
mess Barney had made of our lives. 

Meving about the apartment, remember- 
ing how pleasant life had been a few short 
weeks ago, my anger at Barney turned to 
a cold, calculating desire for revenge. He 
had one weakness—he loved flattery, and 
the more I thought about it the more con- 
vinced I became that it presented the one 
chance for me to try the plan that had 
begun to formulate in my mind. 

Impulsively, I picked up the phone and 
dialled Barney’s number. But apparently 





he was out for there was no answer. I felt 
a little let down, but determined to see it 
through. It was Saturday afternoon be- 
fore I reached Barney and when I heard 
his smooth voice sounding in my ear, my 
nerve almost left me. Quickly recovering, 
I said, “You give up easily, don’t you?” 
A new note of interest sounded in his 
voice. “Who is this?” he asked, “Dotty?” 
“No, it isn’t Dotty,” I snapped, pretend- 
ing to be offended. “And if I weren’t so 
lonely, I'd hang up right in your face!” 
“Pat! What’s happening, baby?” 
“That’s up to you.” I cooed. “Our 
friend is away for the weekend.” 
I detected a note of triumph in his low 
laugh. “Okay, hold the fort, sugar. Help 
is on the way!” 


“Don’t be such an eager beaver,” | 
chided. “Not tonight—tomorrow.” 

“Hell, the weekend’ll be over then,” he 
complained. “What’s wrong with right 
now?” 

“Well, if you’re not interested—” I be. 
gan, then hearing his protestations, I con. 
tinued, “I'll see you tomorrow at nine, 
Don’t forget the weekend isn’t over until 
Monday morning,” I added suggestively, 

I hung up and leaned back with a satis. 
fied smile. The trap was baited. Once 
again I checked the details of my plan. 
Barney would arrive at nine and I was 
confident I could keep him under control 
for an hour or so until Irene returned, 
When she walked in she would find Barney 
and I engaged in something a little more 
intimate than friendly conversation. It 
would be a shock, finding us in a com- 
promising position, and more than enough 
to open her eyes to what kind of man her 
Barney was. 

For the occasion I put on my best for- 
mal, figuring it would make the “show” 
look even better. But despite my well-laid 
plans, things went wrong from the start. 
To begin with, Barney came at least half 
an hour before the scheduled time, which 
meant I’d have to cope with him that much 
longer. Even so, I was still sure I could 
handle the situation. I fixed drinks and 
pretended to sip mine; it wouldn’t do for 
me to get muddled. Barney held a match 
for my cigarette. “I was beginning to 
wonder when you’d break down and be 
human,” he said. 

I pouted. “I’m not used to chasing men.” 

He threw back his head and laughed. 
“T guess both of us are funny that way. 
It doesn’t matter who was the first to give 
in. The point is, we finally got together.” 

I eluded his grasp as he reached out 
towards me. “After all. Irene is my 
friend,” I said as I pushed him away. 

Barney waved his hand. “Don’t worry 
about her. I’ve got her right here,” he 
boasted, holding up the palm of his hand. 
He went on to tell me about all his other 
girl friends, affairs that poor little Irene 
never even suspected. and contempt for 
him rose like a hard lump in my throat. 
But I managed to smile and appear prop- 
erly impressed with the tales of his many 
conquests. 

Finally, he seemed to tire of his own 
recital of his exploits and leaned across 
the sofa and pulled me to him. His lips 
grazed my cheek as I wriggled free and 
stood up. 

“Let me know when you're tired of run- 
ning.” he said caustically. 

“Nothing like that. Barney.” I hastened 
to assure him. “It’s—it’s time for the 
Drama Guild. I always listen to this pro- 
cram,” I added, switching on the radio. 

“You dames are all alike.” he said dis- 

gustedly. “Soap operas, quiz shows, Sun- 
day night plays—” he shrugged his shoul- 
ders. “Okay, but I’ve got a radio at 
home,” he said pointedly. 

Giving an inward sigh of relief, I set- 
tled back to listen to the radio drama. 
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That would take care of another half an 
your. According to my calculations. Irene 
should arrive not too long after the pro- 
gam ended. Emboldened by the thought 
that the whole ugly mess would be over 
gon, I relaxed. even leaned my head on 
Barney's shoulder which seemed to pacify 
him somewhat. 

At last. the program ended and I knew 
[d have be fast on my feet to keep 
things under control. 

“Okay, baby. that’s 
pounced with grim determination. 

“Goodness! You are in a hurry, aren’t 
yu?” I said coyly. But he refused to be 
diverted. I was swept into an embrace 
that left no doubt as to Barney’s intention, 
and he captured my lips in a long kiss. 
When he finally released me. I stole a 
furtive glance at my watch. Almost time! 

“What are you so jittery about?” Barney 

asked, loosening his tie and collar. “Not 
worried about unexpected company, are 
you?” 
"Just then I heard the elevator door slide 
open and my heart pounded with expec- 
tancy. “It doesn’t pay to be too careful,” 
[ smiled, moving closer to him. But the 
footsteps outside proceeded down the hall, 
and I realized too late that it was not 
Jrene. as I had thought. 

Barney’s arms enfolded me. “You can 
forget-about Irene, honey.” he whispered. 
‘I'll be a long time before she gets here. 
Those trains don’t run on daylight saving 


it!” Barney an- 


time, you know.” 

It took a moment for his words to sink 
in, and then the awful realization of my 
mistake hit me like a thunderbolt. It 
would be another hour before Irene’s train 
even pulled into the station! Panic seized 
me and desperately I tried to play for time. 
But it was too late. From the hard glint 
in Barney’s eye. | knew he would not be 
I rose unsteadily to my feet and 
backed away from him. but he caught me 
the room. I struggled 


denied. 


in the center of 
vainly against his superior strength and in 
we fell to the sofa. 

so preoccupied that 


the tussle 


Both of us were 


neither heard the door open. I saw her 
frst and stifled a scream. Irene stood 
looking down at us, a horrified look of 


Slowly, Barney re- 
leased me and ran a hand through his 
rumpled hair. “Well, look who’s here!” 
he seowled. He looked from me to Irene 
and back again. 
“What is this? 
he demanded. 
Irene looked 
‘I drove back with some 
plained haltingly. There were tears in her 
eyes as she looked at me. “Pat—I don’t 
know how to say this, but—I’m sorry about 
the way I acted. I terribly 
wrong about everything.” 


disbelief on her face. 


Some kind of game?” 
as if she were in a daze. 


friends,” she ex- 


Was wrong. 


“Please, Irene.” I begged. “let me ex- 
plain. I know it looks bad, but 


She shook her head sadly. “It’s worse 
than you know. Tonight just proves what 
Irefused to believe all along.” Then she 


Whirled on Barney, who had by this time 





“And 
“To 


lying sweet 


recovered his nonchalant manner. 
as for you!” Her eyes flashed angrily. 
think that I fell for all your 
talk!” 

Barney lunged to his feet and went to 
himself another drink. “Aw, wake 
up. Irene. You're a big girl now.” 

“My are open. all right. I did a 
lot of thinking there at home the past two 
days. For the first time I realized the 
terrible thing I did. You couldn’t marry 
said, because we had no money. 


pour 


eyes 


me, you 


So I stole for you!” She gave a bitter 
laugh. “Yes, Pat, I’m nothing but a com- 
mon thief. Five hundred dollars I took 


from the firm’s bank deposits bit by bit— 
bit by bit—” 

She broke into hysterical laughter 
I put my arms around her, trying to calm 


and 


her down. Barney was staring at her. a 
sneer curling his lips. “You can’t drag 
me into that. I never told you to steal 


the money.” 
“No, I'm the 
“I’m all alone in this. 
face my parents alone—” 
She broke 
the half 
courtyard. 
dashed after her. 
dow all the way open by the time Barney 
I reached But she fought us 
and neither Barney. 
a full load nor I. paralyzed by 
fright, could hold her. We scuffled briefly 
and one moment she was there beside us. 
and the next moment she was gone. Hor- 
rified. both stared at the open window 
and heard Irene’s piercing scream echo in 


guilty one.” Irene sobbed. 
I'll go to jail alone 


rasp and ran to 
overlooking the 


from my g 


open window 
“Irene!” | 
She had flung the win- 


screamed and 


and her. 
desperately. carrying 


of liquor. 


the narrow courtyard. 
“T gotta get out of here!” Barney 
denly blurted “Look. baby. I 
afford to get mixed up in a deal like this.” 
I watched him pick up his 
hat the “You 
nothing to about. Pat. It was an 
accident—remember that—an accident!” 
Then he sank down into 
numb and unable to think, 


sud- 
out. cant 
Speechless. 


and head for door. got 


worry 


was gone and I 


a chair. to wait 


for the police. 
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ing and since 
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next 
mind. 
precinct ptonsl for question- 
I was unable to give a coher- 
Irene’s death. I was held 
neighbors and other 


ent account of 
there. At the 
witnesses testified to the 
and me and hinted that a 
man was the cause of it. When I took the 
I told them it was an accident. that 
jumped—from the 


inquest, 
strained relations 
between Irene 
stand. 
fallen—or 
open window. The hard-faced coroner Was 
skeptical. “And doing 
when the deceased climbed through that 


Irene had 


what were you 


window?” he demanded. 
“I—I don’t remember. 
so fast.” 
“Come 


It all happened 


“We're trying 
this young 
untimely 


now.” he coaxed. 


verdict on how 


friend—met 


to reach a 
woman her 
death.” 
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A DOCTOR'S 
PRESCRIPTION 
FOR THE SCALP 





Your hair roots are in your scalp. The natural health 
of your scalp is important. The condition of your hair 
often depends heavily upon it. Or. Parrish began pre- 
scribing his medicated tar formula more than 20 years 
ago. It is mixed with Sulphur, Resorcin and Balsam of 
Peru. It is such a strong, powerful antiseptic and does 
such a fine germicidal work for externally irritated scalp 
conditions such as itching that many doctors regard it 
highly and still prescribe it today. Does your scalp need 
a double strength tar formula? If so, write for it today. 
It is all mixed and ready for you to use with full direc 
tions on your jar. Use it for seven days and if you are 
not delighted every cent back. SEND NO MONEY NOW 
Just write. When you get your Dr. Parrish Scalp Formuia 
with full directions and a money back guarantee, pay 
only $1.50, not a penny more. Write to: 


Gold Medal Hair Products, inc. 
Dept. YP8, 337 Kings H’gw’y, Bklyn 23, N. Y. 


IS YOUR MIND FULL of 


TROUBLES? 


What would you give for a 
Helpful Mind Relief Solution 
to each one of your vexing, anxious PROBLEMS? 
+ Are you now worried over financial matters, debt 
. in dire need of some quick, Fast Luck, MO . 

‘Is your Home very sad at this time. No lov 
Harmony. No one to help share its LONELINESS? 
+ Have you been denied Companionship. Has Love 
flown away? Are you hungry for trueFRIENDSHIP? 
*« Don’t Give Up? Good Luck can come your way! 
Success. Friends. Love. Money. Real HAPPINESS? 
This Great Humane Helper poe nat the SECRET a 
Successful— ve them Cow 


Hope, Faith, rhe ander JANOSUN TREATISE 


Check off the Problems that now beset you. ae so, will 
give your worried Mind its first Retet Health am- 
pling C) Family’) HusbandQ W ’ Frie nds [" Love- 
Lost () Lonely) Fear() Money if “Job | Low Spirits g 
Drinking] Debts(j Crossed Condition ey ‘Enemies | B 
Luck Broken Home() No Peace-Of-Mind 





. Write a let- 
ter, if you wish to. The charge for ONE Problem is only $1. 
Four Problems are $3. Eight for $5. REMEMBER there is 
a Janosun Treatise for each Problem. Send to you C.O. D. 
if you wish. Money refunded if not deligted with its Help 
POWER & Glory! Nowcheck off your Problems and mai to 
JANOSUN, 4727 N. Damen, Dept. A205, Chicage 25, Il, 


ILLUSTRATED/Ze) '\\¢ jello) (83 25 
Y FOR MEN ONLY! POCKET SizE/ 
THEY'RE TERRIFIC! PACKED 
WITH RARE CARTOONS and GOOD CLEAR 
ILLUSTRATIONS AS YOU LIKE IT. RICH IN 
FUN amd HUMOR. 20 BOOKLETS 
ALL DIFFERENT, SENT PREPAID FOR $1 
IN PLAIN SEALED WRAPPER, NO C.0.D.s. 
NATIONAL, Dept. 268, Box 5-STA. E, TOLEDO 9, OHIO 
PERIOD 


DELAY! 















DON'T TAKE CHANCES! 














DISCOVERED!! AT Last a safe 
and really effective Doctor's Pre- 
scription which may relieve you of 


when due to minor functional menstrual 
Anemia. ‘‘D-LAY CAPSULES" are 


registered pharmacists of the 


@ serious worry, 
delay or Borderline 


scientifically prepared by 

New York Drug Company and contain only Medically 
recognized drugs which are absolutely safe “D-LAY 
CAPSULES” are fully guaranteed—if you are not com- 


pletely satisfied, return the unused portion and your 
money will be refunded 
A full supply of “‘D-LAY CAPSULES'’—packed in a 


contidential box only $3.00 by AIRMAIL SPECIAL DE- 
LIVERY. if you prefer Send no Money, and “D-LAY 
CAUSULES" will be sent by regular mail. Pay post- 
man on Delivery plus postal charges. 


NEW YORK DRUG CO. 
Box 83, Dept. N-561 Rego Park, N. Y. 
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HUMANIA HAIR-DO'S 


Enchanted age in hair Ss. created by 
HUMANIA for Women of all 
quality human hair, ees | blended ‘to add 
new charm to your personal beauty. 
A reliable firm...selling to and recommended 
th d: isfied women since 1910. 
illustrated are a few of our exceptional values. 
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LONG BOB WIG GLAMOUR 

No. 1460. Smart looking. Style C. Cluster Curl. 
Hand made weft, full form Covers entire head. Al- 
fitting foundation, luringly beautiful. 
Black, Off-black Black, Off-black 
and Dark Brown $210 and Dark Brown $895 

Mixed Grey . . . $24.00 Mixed Grey . . . $11.95 





CHIGNON 


Latest in hair fashions. 





PAGE BOY 

Style 52. Measures 12° 
wide. (Not in mixed-grey.) 
Black, Off-black $475 


Smart looking. Style 50 
Black, Off-black $200 
and Dark Brown and Dark Brown 
Many others—see booklet. Mixed Grey . . . . $3.25 
State color hair you desire, or enclose sample. 
When full payment is sent with order, we pay 
postage...On C.O.D. orders you pay postage. 


REE NEW HAIR-DO STYLE BOOK 
Shows latest styles in WIGS, PAGE 
BOYS, GLAMOURS. CURLS, SWITCHES, CHIGNONS, 


HAIR ATTACHMENTS, etc. Send postcard today. 


HUMANIA HAIRCO 


303 FOURTH AVENUE Dept. F 
NEW YORK CITY 10, N. Y. 


PERIOD OVERDUE? 


DON’T TAKE CHANCES 


Set your mind at ease and obtain prompt relief in minor 
fu nctional menstrual delay of borderline anemia with 
nese new extra helpful medically recognized drugs. 
~ Prepared and formulated scientifically by registered 
pharmacists, ““"GREEN-KAPS”’ capsules are specially 
made up to produce no harmful after-effects. Generous 
large supply shipped on a FREE 10-day trial in PLAIN 
WRAPPER for simply sending your name and address, 
when package arrives, deposit only $5.00 plus C.O.D. 
and postage with postman. If not 100% satisfied, re- 
turn semataine of package and money will be refunded 
promptly. RUSH order today; don't hazard the risk of 
being without them when you need them most. 
Send Cash with Order—We Pay Postage 
ASTHMACINE DISTRIBUTING CO., Dept. 723-K 
1813 S. Clinton Ave. « Chicago 18, Illinois 


ILES! 


NEW! NEW! NEW! 

AMAZINGLY FAST PALLIATIVE RELIEF! AN 
AMAZINGLY NEW FORMULA THAT IS GUAR- 
ANTEED TO BRING FAST PALLIATIVE RELIEF OR 














YOUR MONEY IS QUICKLY REFUNDED! NO 
GREASY OINTMENTS! NO MESS OR STICKY 
FASTER—EASIER TO USE! RELIEF NOTICED AlL- 
MOST ON CONTACT! THROW 

IONED MESSY, GREASY OINT- 
MENTS! MAIL YOUR ORDER 

PLUS POSTAGE, ON DELIVERY OF THIS MAR- 
VELOUS PRODUCT IN A NEW, LARGER-SIZE KIT! 

ORDER! IT'S GUARANTEED! 
SCIENCE ASSOCIATES 


FINGERS! NO SUPPOSITORIES! /T'S BETTER— 
AWAY THOSE OLD FASH- 

TODAY TO US! PAY POSTMAN ONLY $5.00 
YOU'LL BLESS THE DAY YOU MAILED YOUR 
Dept. 50 Box 118 Jersey City 3, N. J. 
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pened,” I told him, fighting back the tears. 
“But everything is just a blur.” 

He looked at the jury and nodded his 
head. “Let’s suppose it was suicide,” he 
said to me. “Can you suggest any motive? 
Can you give this jury any reason why a 
normal, healthy woman, just back from a 
visit with her parents, would want to take 
her own life?” 

A hush fell on the room and a sudden 
chill gripped my heart. Yes, I could give 
a reason—the reason—why Irene no longer 
wanted to live, but my lips were sealed! 
Already, I was blaming myself for creat- 
ing the crazy situation she had stumbled 
into that awful night and guilt hung 
around me like a shroud. And now, the 
only way to clear myself was to lay bare 
the sordid details of Irene’s tragic romance 
with Barney. Even if I talked. how could 
I prove what I said. The chances were 
that Barney was miles away from New 
York by this time, so I had no witness. 

I stared at the coroner. “It was an acci- 
dent—an accident,” I repeated dully. 

“You may step down,” he said coldly. 

And as I made my way back to my seat, 
his words sounded like the voice of Fate, 
sealing my doom. 

I knew what the verdict would be before 
it was announced. Irene had met her 
death at my hands, they said, and I was 
to be held for indictment on charges of 
manslaughter. Alone in my cell, all I 
could think about was the fantastic turn 
of events and the way my plan had back- 
fired. I hadn’t meant to cause any harm. 
I had acted, I thought, in my friend’s best 
interests. I wanted to protect her from 
the evil influence of an unscrupulous man, 
to keep her from throwing herself away 
on someone who wasn’t worthy of her. 

I began to wonder whether I had the 
right to interfere. Even if things had gone 
the way I had visualized, was I right in 
destroying what Irene had thought was a 
wonderful romance? Even if she had been 
my sister, and not just the good friend she 
was, could I be blameless? And there. in 
that narrow steel and concrete cage, I 
doubted whether any human has the right 
to try to regulate the life and loves of 
another. 

But this self-castigating mood eventually 
passed and I began to think about myself. 
The mere thought of spending the next 10, 
15 or 20 years in prison was enough to 
make me break into a cold sweat. Sup- 
pose I told the police about Barney, could 
they find him? Would they even believe 
me? At last, I managed to fall into an 
exhausted stupor on the hard iron bunk 

The next day, Mrs. Hall, Irene’s mother. 
asked to see me. At first, I refused for I 
hadn’t the strength nor the will to with- 
stand another ordeal. But finally, after 
the matron advised me to, I agreed. A 
kindly-faced, gray-haired woman appeared 
outside the bars of my cell, her eyes sof- 
tened with tears of pity. She put her 
hands through the bars and clasped mine. 

“I’m so sorry, my dear,” she said quietly. 
“How are you?” 


There was no trace of bitterness in he 
voice and its very gentleness brought forth 
a flood of tears. “I didn’t do it, Mrs. Hall 
I didn’t! Please believe me—somebody’s 
got to believe me!” 

“There, there, Patricia,” she soothed, 
“You were Irene’s friend; she loved yoy 
like a sister. I know you couldn't haye 
done such a thing. Everything will tum 
out all right. Just have faith.” 

“Faith?” I laughed curtly. 
tle late for that, I'm afraid.” 

“It’s never too late,” she admonished, 
Her voice softened. “I went by the apart. 
ment this morning to get my—to get Irene’s 
things. I still have her key. Is there any. 
thing you need?” 

I shook my head. 

“Well, I guess I'll go then,” she said, 
“By the way, there was some mail there 
for you. I brought it with me, but the 
policeman took it. He said they would 
give it to you later.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Hall. Goodbye.” 

“Goodbye, my dear. And remember— 
it’s never too late!” 

Again I was left alone with my thoughts, 
At times they were so wild and confused 
I was afraid my head would burst. After 
hours of thinking and crying and pacing, 
the matron appeared again and unlocked 
my cell door. 

“Where are you taking me?” I asked 
listlessly. 

“The D.A. wants to talk with you, 
dearie,” she told me. “Something’s come 
up. I ain’t supposed to say nothing, but 
they’re awful excited up there.” 

When I entered the office the matron led 
me to, a nice-looking young man in a blue 
business suit stood leaning against a desk. 
I glanced around. No one else was pres- 
ent. “You're the district attorney?” | 
asked incredulously. 

A big smile lighted his smooth brown 
face. “No, not yet, anyway,” he said. 
“I’m just one of his many assistants. 
Please sit down.” 

I took a seat, feeling awfully dirty and 
shabby and embarrassed. He began to 
talk, reviewing the case and asking me 
questions now and then. Finally, he picked 
up a letter from the desk and said, “This 
is a letter that was delivered to your apart- 
ment this morning. Naturally, you weren't 
there, but Mrs. Hall saw it and brought it 
down here. It’s from—” he paused and 
searched my face. “It’s from Irene.” 

“Trene!” 

He nodded. 
delphia on Saturday. 
mind, but we had to read it. 
to see it?” 

My hand trembled so, I couldn’t focus 
my tear-filled eyes on the words written 
there. I looked up at the young lawyer 
and shook my head wordlessly. 

He nodded sympathetically. “It’s all 
right. From what the letter says, there's 
quite a bit you didn’t tell at the inquest. 
Why?” 

I dropped my eyes and kept silent. 

“Well, I can guess why. At any rate, 
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when your friend went home to visit her 

ents, she did a lot of thinking, accord- 
ing to this letter. It seems she discovered 
something that confirmed your suspicions 
of this man, Barney. 

“Irene was quite remorseful,” he con- 
tinued. “Not only because this man had 
come between you, but because she had 
committed a crime—” 

“The five hundred dollars!” I exclaimed. 

“That’s right. She had given it to him 
over a period of weeks, thinking he was 
putting it aside so they could be married. 
We'll never know how she discovered the 
truth, but this letter clearly provides a pos- 
sible motive for suicide. It’s enough to 
free you, and when we pick up Barney the 
whole case will be closed.” 

I closed my eyes and uttered a silent 
prayer of thanks. It’s never too late, Mrs. 
Hall had said— 

“Will her mother have to know?” I 
asked. 

His face grew serious. 
But it won’t be because of you. 
what you could to protect her.” 

I rose unsteadily to my feet and swayed 
slightly. He was at my side in an instant, 
holding me up with a strong arm. “She 
must have been a real friend,” he said 
gently. 

I caught myself studying the clean-cut 
profile of his nose and chin. “The only 


“I’m afraid so. 


You did 


one I ever had. I don’t expect to ever 
have any friends now—after this.” 
He smiled down into my face. “I 


wouldn’t be too sure about that,” he said. 
“I think you'll find that friends are wher- 
ever you look for them.” 

And something about his looks, 
cheery voice, his comforting words set my 
heart to pounding with new hope and faith 


in the future. THE END 


his 





Your Handwriting 
(Continued from Page 8) 


able and capable of carrying great respon- 
sibility. Don’t say anything if she doesn’t 
follow the mass in her style of dress, or 
select what you might like because she has 
her own individual way of doing things. 
It might be difficult for her to change. 
She may often seem to be more interested 
in an idea than you. Just don’t get upset. 
it's only because she’s an enthusiast. Be- 
ware of forcing your friends on her be- 


cause her likes and dislikes are very 
strong. She will not hide her feelings. 


Tactfully remind her that when women are 
too positive they lose their charm. It will 
be necessary for you to prove YOU are 
the boss . if you can. 

An analysis of your handwriting pre- 
pared by me is now available to those 
wishing this service. Write me and I will 
send a brochure outlining the types of 
analysis and fee. This scientific service is 
for the particular person who realizes the 
advantage of personal attention from an 
ethical practitioner. Write Helen Sides, 
Tan Conressions, 1820 S. Michigan Ave., 
Chicago, Ill. 
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(Continued from Page 29) 


was called the “Angel of the Black Race.” 
In Stockholm, where I was appearing, an- 
other great honor was paid me when the 
Awards Committee was in- 


They all 


entire Nobel 
vited to attend my performance. 
came. 

In Rumania during the same tour 1 
danced under a tent holding an umbrella 
in my hand and the people loved it. When 
I arrived in Prague I was met by a crowd 
so enthusiastic that I was almost torn 
apart at the railroad station. In Vienna 
I was presented by Count Sternberg and 
had a fabulous success there. I remember 
thinking while I was performing, “Isn’t it 
I am dancing the Charleston 
here in Vienna, the city of Johann 
Strauss!” It was a wonderful tour, which 
continued through Spain and Germany. 

While I was in Germany I met Max 
Reinhardt, the distinguished stage direc- 
tor. He offered me a contract to stay in 
Berlin and appear in the theater and films. 
I hesitated awhile, for it was a wonderful 
offer. If I had accepted that offer it might 
have meant a career as an actress in Ger- 
many. But I wanted to return to Paris. 
Paris fascinated me, and I had begun to 
miss it terribly. Paris was my destiny— 
my star was there, and I knew it. I had 
to go back. 

Back in Paris I signed to make my first 
motion picture, a new experience for me. 
It was hard work but I enjoyed it very 
much. 

Gifts from my admirers continued to ar- 
and included a custom-built car. To 


wonderful, 


rive, 

drive it I had to take the necessary tests 
for a license, which was issued to me on 
June 7, 1927. Later I became infatuated 


with aviation and learned to fly, qualifying 
for an airplane pilot’s license. 

Paris was continuously stimulating. I 
found encouragement there that I never 
dreamed I would receive in a foreign land. 
The newspapers reported my every move 
and commented in detail on all my new 
numbers. I particularly treasure the ar- 
ticle that appeared in the Nouvelles Liter- 
aires, an important French literary week- 
ly: “Josephine Baker owes a lot to her 
youth transplanted from Harlem to Europe 

. she is always more than a polished 
actress an element of nature sudden- 
ly thrust on the stage. She is a born tra- 
gedian, one of those women who always 
goes further ahead than the part she plays 
and touches our cosmic chords.” 

Life for me in Paris drifted on delli- 
ciously. I studied and worked, never satis- 
fied that any one performance was perfect. 
I wanted to become better. I drank in the 
beautiful and artistic atmosphere of Paris 
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as you guard your complexion 
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You do something instantly if blemishes or clogged 
pores appear on your face, ruining your complex- 
ion. Remember, YOUR SCALP IS SKIN, tool! 
Dandruff, dry crusts are a warning that your scalp 
needs the same care and attention you give your 
complexion! Try GLOVER'S 3-WAY MEDICINAL 
TREATMENT, leaves hair lovelier, healthier. 


7S 3-W. 
Prt OMaR ReRTMENT 
for your Scalp and Hair 
GLOVER’S MANGE MEDICINE, medicinal compound 
for flaky, scaly scalp and excessive falling hair. 
GLO-VER BEAUTY SOAP SHAMPOO, contains no 
hair drying detergents, no free alkali, no alcohol. 
Made from finest pure soap. GLOVER'S IMPERIAL 
HAIR TONIC, Non-Alcoholic, ANTISEPTIC. Kills 
dandruff germs on contact. 
Atall Drug Counters. Write TODA Y for FREE TRIAL 
of all 3 Glover Products. Send Name, Address, 10¢ to 
cover packaging and postage to PFU 
LS 


GLOVER’S. Dept. 938 
101 W. 31st St., New York 1, N.Y. Celta vl 
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SIMULATED DIAMOND LADIES” 
ENGAGEMENT AND WEDDING RINGS 


only $s] per set 


of 2 rings 
Lat ll love these 
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BOTH RINGS FOR $1 Sterling silver moun 
HAREM CO.“The House of Rings” 30 Church St, Dept. R358, N.Y. 7, N.Y. 


* Design Smart Fashions 
ra LEARN AT HOME-SPARE TIME 


Fascinating field. Design own wardrobe at consid- 
erable saving. Gai ience for oth- 
ers. It may lead tothrillingcareer—evena shopof 
your own some day. Basic “learn- by-doing” course 
under guidance of qualified teachers provides ex- 
os  aerene point for a career. Send for free 
booklet, ‘Adventures In Dress Design.” 
NATIONAL “scHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
85D iversey Parkway Dept. 323c Chicago 14, ti. 
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and it inspired me to do things I had never 
done before. 

My knowledge of the French heel 
grew, and I read books about the history 
of France, its revolution, and its traditions 
of liberty and equality. I began to under. 
stand the profound love Frenchmen every. 
where have for their country. I began to 
love France in the same way. Why? Be. 
cause France gave me understanding, in. 
spiration and complete freedom to live as 
a human being should, without restrictions 
and the harassing fear of racial discrimi- 
nation. 

In 1926 I opened my first night club in 
Paris. I named it “Chez Josephine.” and 
it was located on the Rue Pigalle in the 
heart of Montmartre. That year I started 
to sing seriously; before that I had never 
featured my voice. I had always wanted 
to sing. but sometimes doubted that I ever 
would. My mind went back to 1923 when 
I was stand-in for Ethel Waters at the 
Plantation Club on Broadway. I danced 
in the chorus of the show and understudied 
Ethel too. But only once did I get a 
chance to sing. 

I shall never forget my public singing 
debut in my own club. I sang Pretty Little 
Baby and it marked a milestone in my 
career. 

All the time I went on working. improv- 
ing my art and learning new ways to make 
people happy. I became a fixture at the 
world-famed Folies Bergere, and _ later 
starred at the Casino de Paris. 

During one engagement at the Casino de 
Paris an idea came to me. I realized that 
with a little song you can fill a huge 
theater without wiggling and _ prancing 
around the stage. I decided that I would 
sing on my knees. I was permitted to do 
it and was a great success. The feeling 
was there and it was true. I realized then 
that what the public wants to hear is the 
beat of my heart in the silence between 
two notes. Audiences are moved when 
they hear the heart-beat in a song. I dis- 
covered that the hardest thing for a singer 
to achieve is that moment of silence when 
there is only one beat between the _per- 
former and the audience. But an artist 
achieves this only through hard work. 

The woman who inspired me most in 
achieving this is the extraordinary Mistin- 
guett, who has become one of the legends 
of show business. She has been one of 
the truly great creative influences in my 
life. It is curious how often she was 
laughed at. But she never became old and 
that is the remarkable thing about this 
great woman, who is still a grand _per- 
former. She was always herself, the won- 
derful Mistinguett. Her powerful will and 
ability to get herself to work always 
amazed me. 

Mistinguett has been a source of great 
inspiration for me. When I feel tired, 
worn out and disgusted, ready to give up, 
I think of Mistinguett and my energy and 
drive return. I tell myself at such mo- 
ments, “You have to hold out and continue 
to work hard like Mistinguett. You must 





follov 
derfu 
no OF 
sibly 

Edi 
and ¢ 
is an 
their 
what 
inside 
the n 


oe 

tré 
Ame! 
inclu 
ova a 
me J 
the F 

My 
huge 
tendé 
noun 
mone 
tevid 
who 
singi 
great 
sang 
tectu 
we ( 
festir 
ber- 1 
a gr 
wont 


for 


anc 


d never 


nguage 
history 
ditions 
under. 
every. 
£an to 
? Be 
ng. in- 
live as 
ictions 
‘Crimi- 


lub in 
” and 
in the 
farted 
never 
anted 
| ever 
when 
t the 
inced 
idied 


iat « 


ging 
ttle 
my 


Ove 
iake 
the 


ater 


> de 
that 


‘ing 
uld 
do 


len 
the 
en 
en 
lis- 








follow her example and acquire her won- 
derful will to live and succeed.” There is 
no one in our generation who could pos- 
sibly replace her. 

Edith Piaf, another dear friend of mine 
and one of France’s greatest chanteuses, 
js another of those artists I admire for 
their originality and greatness. She has 
what I can best describe as the outcry from 
inside, the call of the flesh. I consider her 
the most feminine singer of our time. 


ROM 1928 to 1931 I was constantly 

travelling all over Europe and in South 
America. I was called all kinds of names, 
including Josephina, Guiseppe, La Baker- 
ova and Pfififine. In France people called 
me Josephine Bak-air, which is the way 
the French pronounce my name to this day. 

My 1929 tour of South America was a 
in Argentina I broke at- 
and one promoter an- 
nounced, “I have never made as much 
money as with Josephine Baker.” In Mon- 
tevideo, Uruguay, I met Count Keyserling, 
who was delighted with my dancing and 
singing. In Brazil I met Le Corbusier, the 
great architect, who was lecturing there. I 
sang for him and he talked about archi- 
tecture. He was with us aboard ship when 
we crossed the Equator and during the 
festivities he impersonated me. I remem- 
ber-telling him that if he had not become 
a great architect he might have been a 
wonderful comedian. 

Between the years 1926 and 1929 I sup- 
pose I created more controversy with my 
scanty costumes and my dancing than any 
contemporary artist. In 1928 there was a 
student demonstration in Vienna when I 
arrived. Police had to escort me from the 
railroad station to my hotel. 

In the same city a group of members of 
one of the political parties formally asked 
the government to prevent me from per- 
forming. There was a discussion about 
me in the Austrian parliament. It amused 
me greatly to know that I had become a 
subject of heated political debate. It was 
even suggested that my “heathen” dances 
would provoke riots in the streets. 

In some cities the clergy protested 
against my performances, claiming that I 
was insufficiently clothed while on the 
stage. While I was appearing at the Jo- 
hann Strauss Theater in Vienna in 1928, 
the Catholic Church Gazette published an 
announcement that St. Paul’s church, ad- 
joining the theater, had ordered three days 
of atonement “for outrages on morality” 
which I had allegedly committed. 

When I played in Zagreb, Yugoslavia, in 
1929 an extraordinary incident occurred. 
A young man, who it later developed had 
followed me from Budapest, rushed up to 
me as I was leaving the night club where 
I was working. He stabbed himself severe- 
ly and fell at my feet. He had previously 
sent me flowers and impassioned letters, 
but I had never seen the poor fellow be- 
fore the unfortunate happening. The news- 
papers reported the aftair in great detail 
and gave the young man’s name as Alexius 


huge success. 
tendance records, 


Groh, 21, a Budapest draftsman. They 
said he would recover. 

Pepito was my manager and steered me 
through the first years of my success in 
Europe. Pepito was charming. He looked 
a little like Adolph Menjou, only a little 
smaller. He had the suave manner of a 
diplomat and impeccable taste. He took 
care of my business affairs when I knew 
nothing about contracts, negotiations and 
deals. During the hardest years Pepito 
was devoted to me and handled my busi- 
ness problems. I shall always be indebted 
to him for the help he gave me when I 
was fighting for recognition and struggling 
to improve. 

In 1934 I made a movie with Jean Gabin, 
that great French actor. He is one of my 
best friends and I have for him the warm- 
est admiration. He is a great actor be- 
cause he never forgets the truth about life. 
In his acting there is something so simple, 
so tragic, so undefinable that it is more 
than natural. It is supernatural. We made 
other pictures in France, like Zouzou, in 
which I played Jean Gabin’s half sister. 
We enjoyed making that film. 

After Pepito died, I didn’t think I would 
marry again. But it happened in 1937 
when I married Jean Lyon, a manufacturer 
of airplanes. He was tall and handsome 
and had a fine mind. Three years later we 
separated and finally secured a divorce. In 
issuing the decree the judge said: “Here 
is a couple who were never able to krfow 
They never had time to meet.” 
He was right; this was exactly why we 
obtained the divorce. During our mar- 
riage I left home in the early evening for 
my club, returning usually around 5 in the 
morning. One hour later Jean was on his 
way to his factory. I slept until late in 
the afternoon. I dined early each evening 
before going on to my first show, and often 
Jean had not yet come back from his office. 
Two people could not go on living like 
that and remain together. So we decided 
to end our marriage. We have remained 
good friends, however, and I often see 
Madame Lyon, Jean’s mother, whom I still 
call “Mama.” 

My reputation had been spreading 
around the world and back in the United 
States people had begun to hear about the 
colored girl from St. Louis who had made 
good on the Champs Elysees. Thousands 
of Americans had seen me perform in the 
various Folies Bergere shows, and had 
taken reports back to the U. S. that were 
extremely flattering. So it was perhaps 
natural that I should be invited to appear 
in my native country as a principal in a 
Broadway musical. I was offered good 
money and star billing in the 1936 edition 


each other. 


of the famous Ziegfeld Follies and ac- 
cepted. I looked forward to going back 


to America, for many reasons. 

The years had really rushed by. I had 
been away for nearly 11 years. I had 
toured most of Europe and appeared in the 
leading cities of South America. I had 
appeared in three editions of the Folies 
Bergere and starred in four revues at the 
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Casino de Paris. Some people had started 
describing me as a “legend.” But they 
didn’t understand that the person they 
were talking about was just a simple Ne- 
gro girl from the slums of St. Louis who 
had a dream, a pair of strong legs and a 
voice. She had put them all together and 
gone abroad to achieve a success rare for 
a member of her race. 

I was proud, not for myself alone, but 
for my people and my family. So when 
that offer came from America, I accepted 
and packed my bags enthusiastically. I 
wanted to show the folks back home what 
the chorus girl who made strange faces at 
the end of the line in Shuffle Along, had 
learned in Paris. 

I had misgivings about the United States. 
Would they understand what had _ hap- 
pened to me in France? I had become a 
French citizen and loved my adopted 
country with a great passion. America 
seemed far away but I was going there. 

I wondered how American audiences 
would react to the new Josephine Baker, 
who had been away from home for so 
long. When I arrived in New York on 
Oct. 8, 1935 aboard the Normandie, the 
reporters were there to take photographs 
and to ask me questions. The following 
day one of the New York papers carried 
the following brief item: “After an ab- 
sence of 10 years during which she danced 
and sang at variety theaters in Europe, 
Josephine Baker returned yesterday on the 
Normandie to begin rehearsals in Billie 
Burke’s Ziegfeld Follies of 1936.” 

(Continued Next Month) 
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man alike are generally agreed that he has 
no peer on his horn. Lucky for jazz col- 
lectors that he has pressed so much on wax 
that is representative of his great talents. 
* & & 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Columbia’s 
The Loneliest House on the Street/A 
Shoulder to Cry On, resounding the boom- 
ing baritones of promising crooner Herb 
Lance on two new ballads with steady or- 
chestra support. Rich-toned vocalist chirps 
pleasantly like Eckstine on both pressings. 
A-side is especially tasty ... GOOD: 
Capitol’s Pa’s Not Home, Ma’s Upstairs/I 
Really Couldn’t Love You, a harmlessly 
suggestive novelty and a cute ballad that 
fit well with the peppery Nellie Lutcher 
voice and piano. Second side was penned 
by Nellie’s sister, Vydah, and has strong 
enough vocal and rhythmical qualities to 
catch on as a big seller in jazz marts .. . 
UNIT PERFORMANCE: Mercury’s Em- 
braceable You, Jazz At The Philharmonic, 
Volume 13, Part I, with Norman Granz’ 
All Stars (tenor saxes Lester Young and 
Flip Phillips, alto saxist Charlie Parker, 
trumpeter Roy Eldridge, trombonist Tom- 
my Turk, drummer Buddy Rich, bassist 
Ray Brown and pianist Hank Jones) ex- 
hibiting uncanny precision and tone har- 
mony on a standard. 
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“Be with you in a second,” I told him, 

But after he’d gone whistling back to 
the kitchen, I drew in a deep breath and 
stared around the room. I wondered which 
of the twin beds had been Pandy’s. | 
glanced in the mirror and caught sight of 
my own brooding gray eyes under smooth 
hair and straight, dark brows. This was 
the same mirror that had reflected Pandy’s 
face. And suddenly, I knew that this 
wasn’t going to be as easy as I'd thought 
it would be when Jap had said he'd given 
Pandy the car when they were divorced 
and he’d kept the apartment and furniture. 

I'd told Jap I didn’t want to know any- 
thing about his first wife, and I’d thought 
that was true. Now, I was consumed with 
the desire to know what she’d been like. 
I had to know, in order to avoid ever do- 
ing or being anything like her. 

But I waited until after we'd had sup- 
per and had washed the dishes. Jap was 
going over his mail, which seemed to be 
mostly advertisements, and then I said: 

“Jap, I told you once I didn’t want to 
know about Pandy. I’ve changed my 
mind. Living in the same house she lived 
in—I’ve got to know what she was like. 
Do you mind... ?” 

He glanced at me in surprise. His 
brown eyes were as clear as a mountain 
lake, and his wavy hair made him look 
like an Adonis. He was six feet tall and 
his smile flashed at you like living sun- 
shine. I loved him so much that just 
looking at him made me ache with ecstasy. 

“Why, darling,” he said, “you know per- 
fectly well what she looks like. You've 
seen her picture plenty of times in the 
weeklies on the newsstands... . 

“I know what she looks like,” I broke 
in. “But I want to know what she’s like, 
inside.” 

His eyes remained perfectly clear. 
“Well, pegging Pandy is like trying to 
hold a handful of water. She’s a complex 
little demon, a mixture of warmth. friend- 
liness and malice all mixed up. She could 
be as gentle as a kitten or as unmanage- 
able as a wild cat.” He shrugged and his 
eyes met mine. 

“I married her because I thought I loved 
her,” he said. “She fascinated me with 
her husky laughter. We married while 
her laughter still intrigued me—but | 
found out pretty soon that even laughter 
can pall if you get it in too large a dose.” 

“So—” I prompted him. 

“So—after a while we began to quarrel 
—and when Pandy sets her mind to quar- 
rel she can make it quite an emotional 
scene. No man can hold down his job in 
the daytime if he’s been up half the night 
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brawling. And, to give her her just dues, 
Pandy was as tired of me as I was of her. 
She said I was too conventional, too criti- 
cal, and too domineering. And one day, 
when we were both being sensible for a 
change—we agreed to a divorce and that 
was that.” 

“Do you—ever see her any more... ?” 

“Certainly,” he retorted. “After all, I 
don’t hate her and I hope she doesn’t hate 
me. We just weren’t compatible, that’s 
all.” He opened another envelope with a 
paper knife. “However, she was very de- 
cent about the divorce. She didn’t want 
alimony but I feel sort of responsible for 
messing up her life and so when she gets 
in a jam—which is practically every time 
she goes out—I help her out whenever I 
can. She hasn’t a grain of sense about 
fnancial things.” 

I had listened to this, trying hard to 
attain the same modern, sensible view- 
point about the whole thing. But now, I 
looked at him in amazement. 


“y ive | 9” 
You mean you give her money .. . ? 
“It’s never been much,” he said. “Now 


that I’m married again, I don’t expect 
she'll let me give her anything. I cer- 
tainly hope she won’t want much, because 
I don’t make too much at the dairy.” He 
grinned at me and lit his pipe with a 
yawn. “One just can’t hate Pandy,” he 
added, smilingly. 


ONG AFTER he was asleep in his twin 
bed beside mine, I twisted and turned. 
Somehow, the minute I’d come through 
the door of this apartment, Pandy Pritch- 
ard’s presence seemed to have come right 
in with me. 

I thought about her taking money from 
Jap. I wondered how she could be such 
good friends with a man she’d loved and 
married and whom she’d divorced. I knew 
Icouldn’t do it. If Jap ever stopped lov- 
ing me and asked me to divorce him—I’d 
crawl away like a hurt animal and I'd 
never want to see him again lest my heart 
would break. But then—maybe Pandy 
was more modern, or more noble. I kept 
hearing Jap say, “One just can’t hate 
Pandy.” I twisted uneasily in the dark. 
Wasn’t it just possible that all this friendly 
“hail fellow well met” business cloaked a 
smoldering spark of love ... ? 

I choked off a sudden sob that caught 
in my throat. I told myself fiercely, that 
if I didn’t watch out, I’d develop into a 
jealous little cat and I’d trip over trailers 
from his first marriage. I must not let 
that happen. He’d never tried to hide his 
first wife’s existence from me. I’d always 
known she was there and it hadn’t mat- 
tered. It needn’t matter now. Jap loved 
me and I loved him, and it was up to me 
to keep it that way. 

I did a pretty good job of it, too. At 
first, that is. I had given up my job at 
the dairy and it was fun keeping the four- 
toom apartment shining, cooking for Jap, 
darning his socks, gossiping and swapping 
recipes with my neighbors. I had the sat- 
isfaction of seeing the glow in Jap’s eyes 


deepen and I knew he was just as happy 
as I was. I almost forgot about Pandy— 
until Pandy herself broke my bubble of 
happiness. What’s that old saying about 
“whom the gods would destroy, they first 
make happy?” 

It happened this way. One night Jap 
and I were just sitting around being lazy. 
He was listening to a murder mystery on 
the radio and I was darning socks. Jap 
was stretched out on the divan with his 
eyes closed when suddenly I heard a small, 
stealthy noise. At first, I couldn’t decide 
what the slight, scratching noise was, nor 
could I analyze the sudden premonition of 
danger. Then I knew what it was. It was 
a key turning slowly in the lock of our 
front door! 

Jap must’ve heard it at the same mo- 
ment, because he sat up and stared at me. 
“Sara, did you hear—” 

At that moment the door swung open 
and I caught my breath. I didn’t have to 
be told who was standing there smiling 
at us both like an imp. It was Pandy 
Pritchard, Jap’s former wife. Her glorious 
hair set off her piquant, heart-shaped face. 
Her eyes were sparkling like a mischiev- 
ous child’s. 

“Hi, kids,” she greeted us, gaily. On 
one slim finger she dangled a door key. 
“Jap never did ask me for my door key 
so I thought it would be fun to surprise 
you. Honeymoon over yet?” She came 
swaying into the room with her model’s 
walk and smiled at me. 

“I’m John’s other wife.” she giggled. “I 
mean Jap’s other wife.” 

“Pandy, you devil, give me that key this 
minute!” Jap was on his feet and across 
the room, snatching the key from her un- 
resisting hand. “I forgot you had a key.” 
But he was laughing. 

I stared at them both in complete shock 
mixed with fury. 

How dared that girl walk in here as if 
she still belonged? How could Jap laugh 
at her impudence as if it were unimpor- 
tant? He was smiling at her as if she 
were a precocious child who needed spank- 
ing but was still amusing. 

Pandy went over and dropped on the 
divan and kicked off both high-heeled 
pumps and tucked her slim feet under her. 
She studied me with avid interest. Finally 
she observed, “Jap told me you’re a knock- 
out, Sara. And he’s right. You are.” 

Jap nodded proudly. “I guess I don’t 
need to tell you, Sara, that this is Pandy. 
Anyway. no one ever gets a chance to in- 
troduce Pandy to anyone. She just hap- 
pens to them.” 

Pandy chuckled and got up to make 
straight for the little liquor cabinet. She 
found things with the certainty of habit 
and began mixing drinks. She turned to 
glance at me over her shoulder. 

“Scotch and soda for Jap, a sidecar for 
me—and what’s your poison, Sara?” 

“Martini,” Jap said, after hesitating a 
moment for me to speak. 

I watched Pandy with mounting fury 
and a sort of grim fascination. This can’t 
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be happening. I kept telling myself. As 
Pandy’s slim hands moved deftly among 
the glasses and bottles, I caught the flash 
of a small diamond and a stone-set wed- 
ding band on her left hand. I felt a cold 
chill creeping up my spine. She was still 
wearing the symbol of her marriage to 
Jap! 

I spoke suddenly. with a defiance that 
amazed me. “Make mine a double bour- 
bon and I'll take it straight.” I was re- 
calling what my father had once said 
about a man who hadn’t been used to li- 
quor and how he’d taken a big drink of 
straight whiskey and had wanted to fight. 
“T kin lick me weight in wildcats.” he’d 
shouted. Well. I only wanted enough to 
lick one wildcat! If they could be so 
modern, so could I—even if it killed me. 
I wasn’t going to let either Jap or this in- 
truder know I was so angry I was posi- 
tively ill. 

“Whee,” Pandy drawled, lifting slim 
dark brows. “To each his own, I always 
say.” She handed me the glass, flung back 
her bright head and said, “Here’s to our 
husband, Sara. Long may he flourish!” 
She emptied her glass in one gulp and 
then turned and flung her glass against 
the brick fireplace. It shattered into a 
million tiny fragments and she laughed. 

Jap scowled. “Take it easy, Pandy,” 
he said, uneasily. “I don’t like the way 
you sneaked in here with an overlooked 
key. I think that crack about our hus- 
band was in very bad taste. You are not 
the leading lady in this particular scene, 
you know. Sara is.” 

Pandy’s beautiful eyes glinted with swift 
tears. “I’m sorry, Jap dear.” she apolo- 
gized. “I was just trying to get you prop- 
erly launched.” She turned and smiled at 
me. “Now you know why Jap calls me 
Pandy, darling. My real name’s Pandora. 
but he always said Pandy was short for 
Pandemonium.” 

I gulped my drink convulsively. The 
raw liquor burned my throat and I thought 
I was going to be ill. I was as sure as I 
was living that Pandy wasn’t just getting 
us launched. She was doing all in her 
power to break Jap and me up. All those 
references to things they'd shared. even to 
his nickname for her. But she’d had her 
chance and now it was mine. I was going 
to show this green-eyed goddess that Jap 
hadn’t married a timid little mouse from 
the country—even if I had lived in Shelby- 
ville until two years ago. 

I emptied my glass and _ reassuring 
warmth trickled buoyantly through my 


veins, releasing each tightly-coiled nerve 
as it went. Then I laughed, too, and sent 


my own glass crashing after Pandy’s. 

It splintered with satisfying resonance. 
I drew in a deep breath and then said, 
“T’ve always wanted to do that.” 

Pandy gave me an odd, sort of baffled 
look. I grinned impudently at her. May- 
be she didn’t know I could steal her thun- 
der if I had an incentive! She wanted Jap 
back—but she’d know now that it wasn’t 
going to be easy. 


Suddenly she retreated gracefully 
“Gotta run,” she said. Then she turned 
and gave me a long, level glance. “May 
I use the mirror in the bedroom to repair 
my makeup, Sara?” she asked, sweetly, 
She didn’t bother waiting for permission, 

I followed her into the bedroom, with. 
out knowing why. I saw her reach for 
the light switch without groping and they 
drop lightly on the vanity bench. She be. 
gan painting her mouth deftly. I felt like 
a guest in my own house, and resentment 
flared anew within me. These so-called 
friendly divorces might be modern and 
sensible to the innocent bystander. byt 
they were devilish for the third point jp 
the triangle. 

Pandy turned and gave me a brilliant 
smile. “Which bed do you sleep in, Sara?” 
she asked. “I had the one next to the 
wall.” She glanced at the bed lovingly 
and sighed deeply. 

I wanted to kill her with my bare hands, 
She must’ve seen the fury in my eyes, be. 
cause she laughed softly and without an- 
other word, swayed out into the living 
room. 

“Bye, Lambie,” she said to Jap. “If 
you can spare it, I could use a small check. 
Things have sort of piled up while you 
were away on your funny-moon.” She 
went toward the door and then turned her 
lovely, laughing face back toward him. 

“Sara thinks I’m still in love with you, 
Jap. Silly, huh?” 

Jap had his back turned as the door 
closed after her. He was brushing up splin- 
tered glass into the little fire shovel and | 
was trembling from head to foot. I sat 
down on the divan, but Pandy’s perfume 
assaulted my nostrils and I shivered. The 
tinkling glass brought me the unpleasant 
idea that it might be symbolic. Was the 
thing that I had considered so perfect—my 
marriage to Jap—as frail as that gob- 
|) ea 


(THE QUESTIONS followed each other 

through my mind like a flock of black 
sheep. Was Jap still in love with Pandy? 
Had they rushed into a divorce in the 
same hasty way they’d rushed into mar- 
riage? And were both of them regretting 
it... 2? Which of them had first men- 
tioned divorce? Maybe it was Pandy. 
Maybe that’s why she could be so insolent 
now. She'd think she could get Jap back 
if she broke up his marriage to me and 
told him she was sorry. 

Then my brain went sort of haywire and 
the ensuing thoughts went something like 
this: Supposing Pandy succeeded in 
breaking Jap and me up? Would that 
mean another friendly divorce? And if 
Jap took still another wife, would he ex- 
pect her to entertain both Pandy and me? 
And if both Pandy and me refused ali- 
mony but still accepted money from Jap— 
he wouldn’t have much of his sixty dollars 
left for the third Mrs. Pritchard, would 
he... ? It was so ridiculous that I sud- 
denly burst into hysterical laughter. 


I saw Jap turn to scowl at me. “I’m 
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glad you're amused,” he growled. He 
slammed the little brass shovel back into 
its rack and stood with his hands in his 
pockets glaring at me. “Fine thing, you 
ning glasses at the fireplace.” 

Anger swirled through me in a flood. I 
was scared. Jap and me both angry might 
be dangerous. We might both be drowned 
in the tidal wave Pandy had originated. 

“You laughed when she did it,” I re- 
torted hotly. 

“QOh—Pandy.” He shrugged it away. 

“On her it looked good ... ?” I knew 
[ should keep still but I couldn’t to save 
my life. The angry words just frothed 
over like removing a cap from a bottle of 
warm gingerale. 

“Pandy’s a law unto herself,’ 
“She doesn’t know any better. 
practically brought up on the sidewalks 


he said. 
She was 


on the wrong side of town. One can over- 
look Pandy’s foolishness 
“Such as walking into this apartment 


with a latchkey?” 

“It was her idea of being cute.” 

“It was darned cute,” I snapped. 
be she still has another key.” 

“It isn’t likely.” He ran his 
through his hair with a weary 
“Dammit, let’s forget Pandy.” 
“She’s just an impulsive little devil 

“T hope it isn’t contagious,” I stormed. 
“That business of just calmly telling you 
her bills had piled up—” 

“Tl admit that was a malicious thing 
to do,” he sighed. “But don’t worry about 
it. I don’t think she really expects me to 

her bills that you and I are 
married.” 

“T wish I could be sure of that.” 
shaking all over. Jap and I were quarrel- 
ing and it was all wrong but I couldn't 
keep back my resentment. It was like 
poison eating at my heart. 

Jap sighed again. “Look. 
said. “Pandy was just a crazy kid when I 
married her. I rushed her into marriage 
and since she hasn’t a relative in the 
world, I feel responsible. She has to have 
clothes in the modelling business but she 
buys things she can’t wear and her friends 
borrow and forget to pay back. She has a 
big heart and not too much sense— 

“So you want to be a father to her.” I 
flung the words at him. “Well. let me tell 
you something, Jap. She doesn’t feel like 
a daughter to you. She wants you back. 
And if you expect me to just sit idly by 
and watch her do it—you’re crazy. I don’t 
like her. And I don’t want to have to live 
in fear that shell come popping in unan- 
nounced any minute.” Suddenly I burst 
into tears. “It isn’t decent.” | 
“There’s a law against a man having two 
wives.” 


“May- 


hands 
gesture. 
he groaned. 


now 


I was 


honey,” he 


stormed. 


Jap’s arms were around me and his lips 
were against my cheek. 

“Don’t cry, darling.” he whispered. “It 
won't happen again. I promise you. I'll 
see to it. You'll never have to see Pandy 
again.” 

So we ended our first quarrel. I can’t 
Say we settled it, because after Jap was 


sound asleep that night, I tossed in my 
bed. Jap still didn’t know why I'd moved 
out of the bed against the wall. But I 


knew. That was where Pandy had slept. 
Now, Jap was sleeping there, peacefully 


sure that he’d settled all my doubts and 
fears. But I lay there remembering some- 
thing he’d said. 

He’d said Pandy like a heedless 
child racing straight toward a cliff. He’d 
added, “And there isn’t a soul who cares 
if she tumbles over the cliff—but me. I’ve 
got to stay friends with Pandy or all my | 
life I'll feel I started her mad race. She’s_ | 
out of my heart, Sara, but can’t you see I | 
can’t put her out of my life ce, 

Well. I sighed That’s the | 
way Jap is. That’s one of the reasons you 
love him so much. And this much is sure 
—if he can do all that for Pandy when 
he doesn’t love her. he’d do even more for 
But my doubting heart 





was 


miserably. 


you when he does. 


whispered, evilly, “He pities Pandy. And _ 
hasn’t it been said that pity is akin to 
love?” 


I pushed the whole mess away from me 
wearily. I had to stop all this analytical 
business or I'd Jap—and lose my 
mind. I must remember that Pandy was 
a has-been. If Jap had had an affair with 
her, I could’ve put her out of my mind. 
But Jap had married her and when a man 








lose 


marries a woman, it automatically gives | 
that woman importance. And Jap had 
told me one important thing tonight. He’d 


said it had been he who had first wanted 
a divorce. With that small measure of 
comfort I fell asleep. 

But Jap had been much too optimistic 
about keeping Pandy out of my life. She 
breezed in three days later. It was one 
o’clock in the afternoon and I was making 
a cake for Jap’s dinner when she came. 

It was October and she was wearing a 





dull green velvet suit and her gorgeous 
hair flamed beneath a matching velvet 
toque. She looked like the spirit of Au- 


tumn and as it happened, that’s exactly 
what she was dressed to represent. 

“I’m on my way to pose for a fashion 
blithely. “I’m sup- 
posed to represent Autumn in technicolor! 
But I across thought 
Jap might like. If he doesn’t want it—tell 
him to burn it.” She flung a flat package 
down on the divan and went over to mix 
herself a drink. “Open it, Sara,” she sug- 
gested. “It cost Jap a mint.” Her eyes 
sparkled as I slowly opened the package. 

I gasped audibly wrappings 
were off. It was a wedding photograph of 
Pandy—and Jap. I stared it through 
a red mist of jealousy. Jap and I hadn’t 
had any wedding pictures. We couldn't 
afford them. But he’d afforded it for 
Pandy. There she was, in her slim white 
satin dress and the cloud of veil floating 
to her feet. It was done in color photog- 
raphy and had faithfully reproduced her 
eyes, slightly tipped at the outer corners 
and her wonderful hair. There was a sort 
of Mona Lisa smile curving around her | 
Beside her Jap stood, stiff and | 


story.” she told me. 


came something | 


when the 
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I wasn’t sure whether I hated Jap more 


than I loved him, or vice versa. My tem- 
per was uncertain these days. I caught 
myself snapping at Jap for trifles. I didn’t 


care if I looked sweet and fresh when he 
came home tired at nights. I no longer 
spent hours fixing his favorite foods. I 
spent most of my time brooding about 
Pandy and Jap and wondering if they 
were together on the nights when Jap said 
he was working overtime. And yet—not 
for one second did I consider giving him 
up. I hung on grimly, waiting for the 
blow to fall. Each night I’d think: To- 
night he'll tell me he wants a divorce. 

Once I did try to exchange our apart- 
ment with some people who ran an ad. 
But they were paying more rent than we 
could afford, so I forgot about it. And 
then I noticed that Jap never put his arms 
around me any more. He’s getting his love 
from her, I told myself. And that idea 
put the finishing touches on my changing 
disposition. 

I grow positively shrewish with him and 
ht he said to me in a beaten tone, 
My nerves 


one nig 
“Sara, we can’t go on like this. 
are screaming, I’m jumpy at work and I 
make mistakes—I’m going to lose my job 
if I’m not careful. I’ve got to have some 
peace and quiet at night. You find fault 
with everything I do, you don’t care how 
you prepare food any more. That meal 
tonight was a mess.” He pushed his hands 
through his hair until it stood up wildly. 

I flared at him. “I suppose you want a 
divorce? Well, you won't get it, Jasper 
Pritchard. I won’t ask for one and you 
can’t because I haven’t done anything to 
be divorced for. You—” 

The doorbell rang and Jap went to the 
door, his face a stormy cloud. He yanked 
the door open—and Pandy swayed in, on 
her three-inch heels and with her insolent 
model’s exaggerated walk. 

“Hi, kids,” she greeted us airily. “I’ve 
got news for you.” 

Jap stared down at her with inscrutable 
brown eyes but Pandy laughed up at him, 


impudently. ‘“O-o-oh,” she shuddered 
daintily. “You look ferocious, darling. 


Where do you bury your dead... ?” 
She brushed past him, made for the liquor 
cabinet and poured out a stiff drink of 
bourbon. It was the same bottle that Jap 
had bought for us to celebrate our mar- 
riage, I thought bitterly. Maybe we’d use 
the last of it to celebrate the failure of 
said marriage. 

Pandy took a deep gulp from the glass 
and then said, “I came to tell you I’m 
going to be married tomorrow night, chil- 
lun.” 

My heart leaped wildly. Oh, this was 
too good to be true! With Pandy out of 
the picture, maybe I could still pick up 
the pieces and regain the happiness Jap 
and I had once had. 

“That—that’s wonderful, Pandy,” | 
eagerly. 

Her eyes mocked me. 
think so,” she said, dryly. 

I glanced at Jap and I couldn't tell how 


said, 


“T was sure you'd 


Pandy’s news was affecting him. 
went on frowning and then asked, curtly, 
“Who is he, Pandy? Isn’t this rather 
precipitate?” 

Pandy studied his face thoughtfully for 
a moment and then she flung back her 


head until her creamy throat was a 
straight, white column. Then she said, 
softly: 


“His name is Bart Cramer.” 

Jap jumped as if he were shot. “Good 
Lord.” he exploded. “You can’t be seri- 
ous. Why, he’s connected with every low- 
down racket in Chicago. He’s run around 
with more women than I’ve ever met—” 

“But he didn’t marry any of them,” 
Pandy “But he knew I'd _ never 
settle for less.” She smiled at Jap, coax- 
ingly. “Aren’t you going to wish me luck, 
darling? I’ve done better than that by 
you. I tried awfully hard to be friends 
with Sara but she didn’t like me.” 

“IT know the only kind of luck you'll 
ever have with that rat will be all bad,” 
“Pandy. I’m not going to let 
you do it. You're a little idiot, blinded by 
what he’s able to offer you. You can’t 
play with dynamite and fire and get any- 
thing else—” 

“Jealous, darling .. . Pandy’s eyes 
were dancing. “I’m lonesome and Bart’s 
been sweet to me. You can’t stop me, my 
lambie pie. It’s all settled.” She blew 
him a kiss and was gone. 

Jap ran his hands through his hair fran- 
tically. “I can’t let her do it,” he kept 
saying over and over. 

I had listened to all this in silence, but 
my heart was a twisting bit of agony. He 
didn’t want Pandy to marry any one be- 
cause he was still in love with her! It was 
as plain as truth. I hadn’t just imagined 
all the horrible things I’d been thinking. 
They’d been true and now it all had to 
come out in the open. I fired the first gun. 

“Go on,” I shouted at him, shaking with 
fury. “Go get your wayward child off the 
brink of the cliff again! I’m through with 
being an also-ran. I’m through with doing 
your work, cooking your meals and saving 
pennies while you spend dollars on your 
other wife. I’ve never been anything but 
a stand-in while she played the leading 
role in your life. I’m sick of it, I tell you, 
and I’m not going to put up with it. But 
she won't have you, either, Jap Pritchard. 
I—TI’ll kill her first!” I broke down into 
hysterical sobs. 

“What on earth is with you, 
Sara?” Jap was shaking me by the shoul- 
der. “You stopped loving me a long time 
ago but I don’t know why. I haven’t seen 
Pandy since the night she barged in here 
except for one time. Then I told her I 
wanted her to forget she ever knew me. 
I don’t know what you mean about me 
I've never given 


’ 


cooed. 


he growled. 
t=) 


wrong 


spending dollars on her. 
her a cent since we’ve been married 

“You think I believed you when you 
said you were paying on an insurance pol- 
icy? Well, let me tell you—I didn’t. And 
why? Because Pandy herself kept com- 
ing here in the daytime and flaunting the 
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must’ve arrived at least half an hour be- 
fore me. Anyway, when I got to her place, 
there was an excited crowd around the 
sidewalk in front of the entrance. I pushed 
my way through—and there lay Pandy in 
a pool of blood.” 

Jap rubbed one hand over his eyes as 
if to shut out the sight. And suddenly, 
my heart melted. He’d been in love with 
Pandy and now she was dead. I stared 
at Jap’s bowed head with deep remorse. 
Pandy hadn’t taken him from me—I'd sent 
him back to her by my own fierce jealousy. 
I had lost Jap—but it was all my own 
fault. 

“Jap,” I said, shaken to the heart. “Jap 
—I know you never did stop caring about 
Pandy and this must hurt you terribly. 
I'm sorry I’ve been so hateful about her—” 

He looked up at me then, with a sort 
of a surprised look. Then he shook his 
head again. “I stopped loving Pandy two 
months after I married her. There were 
times when I wanted to strangle her. But 
I couldn’t help feeling that she was head- 
ing for some sort of tragedy and I was 
always trying to forestall it. It was a 
hopeless task. She was a queer mixture. 
Maybe what the psychiatrists call a dual 
personality. She could be as sweet as 
honey, as gentle as a lamb—and she could 
be as mean and vindictive as the devil. 
One of her traits was being sort of a 
dog in the manger. I don’t think she 
ever really loved any one, me least of 
all. But when I asked for a divorce, 
she made up her mind to get even with 
me by heckling you. That’s the way 
she was. At this time, Sara, I’m ashamed 
to admit—I can feel only relief that my 
long emotional blackmail payments are 
over. I tried to stay friendly with her, 
hoping to insure my happiness with you. 
I stopped payment the day after she 
barged in—and now I know why you’ve 
been so cold and angry with me. She lied 
when she said I gave her money or even 
saw her. IJ—” 

I had let him talk himself out. But I 
had to stop him now. He wasn’t to blame 
any more than I was. If I'd had the pro- 
verbial grain of faith in him—hadn’t he 
shown his integrity in every way? But I 
had believed Pandy and doubted him. I 
made a little rush across the room and 
flung myself into his arms. 

“Oh, Jap,” I sobbed, brokenly. “I’m 
to blame for doubting you. If you could 
forgive me and give me another chance—” 


His arms swept me close. “Stop it, 
darling,” he said, hoarsely. “We were 
both trying to race a whirlwind. Pandy 
was born to die violently. She lived that 
way. And she isn’t the only one, Sara. 
They said it was one of Bart Cramer’s 
cast-off women who shot her as she got out 
of her car. The police will find out which 
one. You see, she’d probably found out 
that Cramer was marrying Pandy.” 

His lips clung to mine like pollen. “Let’s 
forget about it as soon as possible, Sara. 
Let’s start all over—if you'll have me.” 

It was a long time later than I made one 
last suggestion about Pandy. 

I'd made some coffee and Jap and I 
were in our kitchen, with our chairs as 
close as we could get them. Then I said: 

“Jap, I must speak of her once more 
and then we'll just try to forget. There’s 
her funeral, darling, and since she had no 
relatives, do you think we should take care 
of her? You said she never had any 
money—” 

“No.” He spoke with firm alacrity. 
“She is no longer on my mind. I can’t 
do anything to help her now. She was 
engaged to Bart Cramer. It was Cramer’s 
fault she died. Let him take care of her 
now. You've no right to help me pay for 
something that is no longer our affair. 
I’ve heard about Cramer and unless I miss 
my guess—Pandy will be put away in a 
style she was never accustomed to.” 

And Jap was right. Cramer gave Pandy 
the most spectacular funeral imaginable. 
People, so the papers said, lined the side- 
walks for miles to watch Pandy pass for 
the last time. 

But Jap and I—we stayed in the little 
apartment and I made him all the things 
he liked best for dinner. The apartment 
no longer was haunted by Pandy because 
we both knew that our love was big 
enough to laugh in the face of ghosts, past 
mistakes or future ones. And I’ve even 
come to hope that wherever Pandy is—she 
has found peace for her restless spirit. 
Maybe her death cleared the books for her 
up there, because in dying, she brought 
Jap and me back together. I'd like to 
think it was a sort of atonement, even 
though it was involuntary on her part. 
But this I know—if I hadn’t met her, I'd 
never have known the certainty of Jap’s 
love as I do now. 

So—rest sweetly, lovely witch! Jap and 
I are wishing that for you. We have a 
kind of happiness that you never even 


dreamed existed. THE END 
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“Was a nervous wreck 
from agonizing pain 
until | found Pazo!” 


says Mrs. A. W., San Antonio, Texas 
Speed amazing relief from miseries of 
simple piles, with soothing Pazo*! Acts 
to relieve pain, itching insiantly—soothes 
inflamed tissues—lubricates dry, hard- 
ened parts—helps prevent cracking, sore- 
ness—reduce swelling. You get real com- 
forting help. Don’t suffer needless torture 
from simple piles. Get Pazo for fast, won- 
derful relief. Ask your doctor about it. 
Suppository form—also tubes with per- 
forated pile pipe for easy application. 
*Pazo Ointment and Suppositories ® 
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Happiness, Life ? 


Do you or a loved one need relief from DRUNKEN- 
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your drinking cycle in 5 days. This new discovery 
may be taken in PRIVACY of r home. it may 
require but a few drops of REM-AL to eliminate 
all desire for alcohol. Although not a permanent 
“cure,” it is a Medically Recognized means of 
withdrawal from alcohol. This method does net 
depend on will power but may ACT by causing 2 
dislike and loss of desire for Alcoholic Bever- 
ages. REM-AL comes complete with simple in- 
structions—REM-AL MAY be given with or without 
the drinker’s knowledge ... FREE with your order 
of REM-AL we include specially prepared supply 
of tabs to aid the nervous and digestive systems 
since these are usually affected by Drunkenness. 
Complete Satisfaction or money back—Send Ne 
Money—we will rush the complete REM-AL method 
in confidential . Pay Postman enly $5 and 
small C.0.D. charges. To save C.0.D. charges, 
send $5 cash with order. Available enly from 


REM-AL DRUG COMPANY, Dept. RB-5 
2 Suffolk St., New York 2, N. Y. 
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Get this attractive 
display case filled 
with cosmetics, 
medicines and 
household ne- 
cessities. Make 
big money show- 
ing to friends. 
No experience 
needed as I 
show you how. 


START AT MY RISK 


Greatest starting offer. Write for free 
sample case offer to Lucky Bob Thomas, 
Dept. TC76 400 Mulberry, Memphis, Tenn. 





to Hair appearance, Extra 

carefully made from choice Human hair. SEN 
NO MONEY! Just name, address. Pay postman 
C. 0. D.$2.25 & postage. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
MADAM JONES CO., Dept. P-348 
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Cross-stitch, Crochet, etc. 
Buy Direct from Manufacturer and Save! 
Over 300 original designs stamped on 
Seamless Tubing Pillow Cases, Scarfs, 
Banquet Cloths, Luncheon Sets, Show 
28 Pp e Towels, Fancy Aprons, y Articles, 
: ag etc, Complete embroidery instructions 

free. It’s easy! Write: 

MVEVEI, =MERRIBEE ART EMBROIDERY CO. 
Dept.649 22 W.2Ist St.,NewYork 10,N.Y. 


IF YOU GET UP NIGHTS 
Check These Symptoms for 


KIDNEY TROUBLE 


if you get up many times during the night to go 
to the bathroom and your sleep is broken, = 
can’t feel full of pep and vigor the next oy ‘ou 
may have non-organic and non-systematic Kidney 
trouble. Some of the ——— in addition to 
getting « nights, are bladder weakness-burning 
passage, leg pains, circie under eyes, loss of pep, 
nervousness, headaches, dizziness, pains in the 
hips, groin, lower abdomen and back. You ma 
need a reliable stimulant diuretic like FLUSH 
PILLS to help Nature remove irritating excess 
acids, polsonous wastes and certain germs. This 
cleansing flushing action helps aileviate many 
pains, aches, soreness, stiffness, helps reduce 
night and day calis—Allows you to enjoy and 
benefit by restful sleep. So order FLUSHEX PILLS 
today, but send no money. Pay postman $2 plus 
postage and C.0.D. charges. If you send cash 
with order we per. all postal charges. MONEY 
BACK IF NOT HELPED. You can order FLUSHEX 
PILLS with confidence, for if you are not helped 
by the very first box, we'll give you back your 
money. Rush your name and address now. 


FLUSHEX MEDICINE CO. 
224 $. 3rd St., Dept- FC-3, Brooklyn 11, N. Y. 
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Do Good 
Husbands 
Make 
Unhappy 


Wives? 
(Continued from Page 7) 
husband.” He was the easy-going type, 


had been tied to his devoted mother’s 
apron-strings until her death a year before 
we married. In addition to that, he was 
attractive enough to excite any woman and 
a really decent kind. 

It didn’t take me long to discover that 
my husband had meant what he said when 
he promised that I would be the boss. 
And, no sooner than I discovered it, I be- 
gan to take full advantage. My discovery 
of his complete submission to my ideas 
was evidenced in a hundred little ways 
during the first months of our marriage 
—in the selection of little things we needed 
for redecoration: of our home, in our so- 
cial life. Several times Ralph came home 
from work, prepared for a quiet evening at 
home, to find that I had made plans for a 
visit to friends or a theater party. It 
gratified me that, without grumbling or 
protest, he always adjusted his plans to 
suit mine. He did voice faint objections 
when I insisted that we buy a new washing 
machine and a larger screen television set. 

“What’s wrong with the old washing 
machine, dear?” he asked. “And as for a 
new tee vee set, I thought maybe we could 
put up with the twelve-inch screen until 
we had a little more money saved. You 
know we’ve got to keep a little something 


aside in case that blessed event comes 
along.” 

I looked at him with a sort of patient 
exasperation. 


“What’s wrong with the old washing ma- 
chine?” I repeated. “It’s just the wrong 
color. That’s what’s wrong. It doesn’t fit 
into the color scheme of my kitchen in any 
way. I want to get a new one and give 
ours to my sister. As for the tee vee set, 
none of our friends have anything less 
than a twenty-inch screen. And about that 
blessed event, that’s certainly going to have 
to wait for awhile. I don’t want to be tied 
down in the house evenings just yet.” 

“All right, darling,” Ralph agreed. 

That’s the way things went in our mar- 
riage. Ralph had allowed his personality 
to become so submerged in mine that my 
friends marvelled: 

“How do you do it, Gussie?” they 
wanted to know. “You certainly have a 
good husband.” 

If Ralph was devoted and subservient 
during those first years, he became posi- 
tively slavish in his attentions after little 
Ralphie came along. He treated me as if 
I were delicate china during my confine- 
ment and for months after I returned from 
the hospital, the mother of a wonderful 
little replica of himself. There was no 
reason why Ralph, before going to work 





every morning, should continue bringing 
me my breakfast in bed, refusing to allow 
me to get up at those unearthly hours 
when the baby needed attention. He was 
so considerate the many times when | 
balked at preparing supper meals and 
suggested we dine at expensive restaurants, 

Little did I know that little Ralphie, who 
had brought us even closer together, would 
be the cause of tearing down my play. 
house—disrupting the soft life I was living 
with a husband who had so driven himself 
to please and exalt me that it was begin. 
ning to tell in the graying of his temples, 
the wrinkled frown he constantly wore. 

When Ralphie was a toddler, I found 
that he had my disposition, rather than 
his father’s. He was wilful and deter. 
mined. I let him have his way about 
everything. This was the cause of my first 
serious disagreement with my husband. It 
happened when our son was three. One 
day, when little Ralphie had been particu- 
larly exhausting, his father slapped his 
hands. I gasped with astonishment, then 
recovering, cried: 

“Ralph, don’t you ever dare strike 
Ralphie again. You know I don’t believe 
in that. Modern parents don’t beat their 
children.” 

I was sure this would be the end of it 
and that Ralph would once more submit 
to me, but a new and stubborn look had 
come into his face as he replied: 

“You're still the boss in almost every- 
thing, Gussie. But you’re not going to 
make a spoiled brat out of our son. I’m 
going to have a lot to say about how he’s 
raised.” 

A violent quarrel followed his declara- 
tion and as it waxed more and more bitter, 
I became more and more amazed at the 
way Ralph stood up to me. What caused 
more amazement was the statement my 
husband made in the heat of anger. 

“T know everyone thinks I’m a fool be- 
cause you wear the pants in this family.” 
he told me. “I know that it’s my fault for 
being too good to you. You're not going 
to make my son like you. He’s my son 
too, you know.” 

My mouth fell open in sheer astonish- 
ment as Ralph stalked out of the room. 
Ralph had opposed me and, for the first 
time in our married life, he had used harsh 
words to me. What made me even more 
miserable was that I recognized the justice 
in his scathing indictment. Don’t think 
for one moment I hadn’t realized, time and 
again, that I had been taking advantage 
of Ralph’s wonderfully good nature. Many 
times I had realized I was selfish, but | 
had been too weak to try to change my 
ways. And I had believed that Ralph 
thought me nothing but a sweet, efficient 
manager of his household and _ private 
affairs. 

That first quarrel was the beginning of 
the dark period in our marriage. Every- 
thing seemed to go wrong. Ralph seemed 
to have burst some sort of psychological 
dam which had been welling up inside 
him and given way before the angry words 


of our 
and st 
garcas 
realize 
be. 
proug 
lay le 
morni 
two t 
saying 
“)y 
don’t 
She 
talkec 
daddy 
each 
vince? 
i 
frienc 
Ralpl 
OY, 
shoul: 
a C 
truth. 
oy, 
Tom 
home 
ticed 
Men 
his h 
leade 
Ralp! 


“Ral 
even 
who 
it’s t 
Ralp 
[1 
had» 
stroy 
initi< 
pity 
abou 
Px 
view 
wast 
cent 
as te 
to b 
husk 
an | 
banc 
In 
to s 
bool 
done 
seve 
wide 
Ral; 
I 
Rel: 
tern 
riag 
unic 
is | 
The 


whe 





ringing 
0 allow 
’ hours 
He was 
when I 
Is and 
urants, 
ie, who 
would 
play. 
living 
Limself 
begin. 
mples, 
re, 
found 
than 
deter- 
about 
y first 
id. It 
One 
rticu- 
1 his 


then 


trike 
lieve 
their 


of it 
bmit 


had 


ery- 
y to 
I'm 
he’s 


ara- 
ter, 
the 
sed 
my 


be- 
for 


ng 


on 





of our quarrel. He became short-tem pered 
and surly and, in turn, I was resentful and 
sarcastic. Even little Ralphie seemed to 
realize that things weren’t as they should 
be. The acuteness of the situation was 
brought home to me one day when. as I 
lay leisurely in bed, in the middle of the 
morning, our son approached me playfully, 
two toy guns drawn and pointed at me, 
saying : 

“[’m gonna shoot you, Mommy. You 
don’t like my daddy.” 

Shocked, I called him over to me and 
talked to him gently, assuring him that his 
daddy and I were very much in love with 
each other. But Ralphie seemed uncon- 
yinced and I was shaken by the incident. 

I decided to talk with Ralph’s best 
friend, Tom Angel. Tom worked under 
Ralph at the plant. 

“You want the truth, straight from the 
shoulder?” Tom asked me gravely. 

“Yes.” I told him humbly. “I want the 
truth.” 

“Your husband’s an unhappy man,” 
Tom said. “Very unhappy. Not only at 
home, but also on the job. Have you no- 
ticed that he hasn’t gotten a promotion? 
Men with less ability have been going over 
his head—men with less ability. but more 
leadership and confidence in themselves. 
Ralph used to have confidence, but he’s 
been slowly losing it—ever since he got 
married.” 

I gasped with horror. 

“He said that?” I demanded. 

Tom smiled at me kindly. 

“You know better, Gussie,” he answered. 
“Ralph’s too proud to talk to anyone— 
even me. And he’d want to slug anyone 
who said anything against you. Even if 
it’s true. But I know, Gussie. I’ve known 
Ralph for a long time.” 

I went about the house in a daze. What 
had I done to the man I loved? I had de- 
stroyed his self-respect. I had killed his 
initiative. I had even caused his son to 
pity him and his best friend to become sad 
about his plight. 

Poor, dear Ralph. I shuddered as I re- 
viewed my brazenness over the years. I 
wasn’t really vicious, just weak and self- 
centered, but the results of my sins were 
as terrible as if I had deliberately set out 
to break up our marriage and make my 
husband an unhappy man. But I too was 
an unhappy wife—just because my hus- 
band was too good. 

In the throes of my desperation, I began 
to seek advice. I read articles. consulted 
books and talked with a friend who had 
done marriage counselling. I discovered 
several things which opened my eyes even 
wider to the crime I had committed against 
Ralph. 

I found out that the Institute of Family 
Relations had conducted a survey to de- 
termine facts about good and bad mar- 
riages. They found out that the happiest 
unions are those in which full democracy 
is practiced between husband and wife. 
The next happiest marriages were those 
where the husband ran the family and 
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prepare at home NOW! 
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fant care, all modern methods. Classes under 
Registered Nurses. Nurse’s outfit incladed. 
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but you do want and long for a Beautiful clear Skin 
and Complexion ... Free from ugly spots, darkened 
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PERIOD DELAYED?.. . Don’t Worry! 


USE DOCTOR’S PRESCRIPTION! BE RELIEVED of this worry! 
Your Period Delay may be functional and this DOCTOR’S 
METHOD may bring prompt relief! It is a Quality Preparation 
of OFFICIAL MEDICAL DRUGS! Easy to take and NO harmful 
after effects! SEND NO MONEY! Pay postman on delivery of 
a Generous Supply packed in a CONFIDENTIAL BOX! ONLY 
$10.00! SEND NO MONEY! RUSH YOUR NAME AND ADDRESS 
TODAY!.... TO 


SCIENTIFIC AIDS CO., INC., Dept. P-29B 
BOX 118 JERSEY CITY 3, N. J. 
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| your husband? 


those families where the wife assumed the 
role of “dictator.” 

Yes! Dictator! That’s the word this 
reliable family organization had used and, 
facing the problem squarely and without 
sparing myself, I realized that a dictator 
was what I had been. 

Elsewhere, I read the significant warn- 
ing that “every marriage has a delicate 
balance of power.” 
as my eyes took in these words, that there 
had been no balance of power between 
Ralph and me. 

But one of the bits of information which 
I read most eagerly was a section in a 
book, Winning Your Way With People, 
by K. C. Ingram, a one-time newspaper 
editor and public relations man. Ingram 
had a dramatic way of talking about mar- 
riage. He said it is a two-way street and 
that only co-operation will keep traffic 


I knew instinctively, 


Ingram’s words seemed 


He 


moving smoothly. 
to leap accusingly right off the page. 
wrote: 

“Tt is the old stupid ego that leads one 
married partner to dominate the other. 
The cure for this is to think. Suppose 
you’re. successful in reducing the other 
partner to the ‘yes, dear,’ ‘no, dear,” status. 
If you are a woman, will you be proud of 
Both husband and wife 
hate to be taken for granted. If a couple 
can maintain a sense of sharing each 
other’s lives and conflicts, irritations and 
misunderstandings that grow out of living 
together will be resolved.” 

This was truly an eye-opener. 
a new thought to me to regard myself as 
conceited—so conceited that I thought only 
of myself. Reluctantly, I had to admit 
that I would have had infinitely more: re- 
spect for Ralph if I hadn’t been able to 
I had really only begun to 


It was 


bully him so. 
care for him with a deep feeling when he 
had stood up to me about disciplining little 
Ralphie. He had shown me that he wasn’t 
what, subconsciously, I had been calling 
him all along—a weak, spineless fellow 
who could be cajoled, bullied or shouted 
into doing anything I wanted done. 

My friend, 


talked with me with understanding. 


the ex-marriage counsellor, 
She 
pointed out any number of cases of women 
who had achieved a passionate desire to 
be the boss, to 
had put it. 
had driven their husbands into the arms 


“wear the pants” as Ralph 


In some cases, these wives 
of other women who practiced on them 
one of the oldest and most subtle arts of 
man-hunting women—the air of depend- 
ency and helplessness which flatters a 
man’s ego and makes him conscious of his 
She told 


me that there were so many divorce cases 


strength, confident of his ability. 


throughout the nation in which the reason 
given by suing wives was infidelity, by 
the basic reason for the infidelity was the 
fact that women had stripped their mep 
of their manliness, deprived them of their 
right to assert themselves. 

It took me days to go through material 
which I thought would help my problem, 
I spent several long afternoons with the 
marriage counsellor friend. The upshot 
was that I knew that I had been a sorry 
wife—that I had believed we had a happy 
marriage, when, in reality, it was a very 
one-sided affair. I had thought myself 
happy because I had my way all the time. 
But I hadn’t made Ralph happy and now 
I was unhappy, too. And now there 
another person to consider—little Ralphie 

-and he was the most important thing in 


was 


our lives. 

It was easier for me to absorb all this 
information and advice than it was for me 
to admit how thoroughly it hit home. But 
it did hit home and I determined that | 
would do everything in my power to make 
up for my shortcomings. I had to let 
Ralph know that I had seen the light—and 
then I had to set about becoming a good 
wife and mother. If his love for me had 
sustained all the rough treatment I had 
dished out, how much more wonderful it 
would be if he was made to realize that 
I had changed my way of thinking and 
was willing to put my new attitudes into 
action. 

One night when he came home from 
work, I sat down with Ralph and talked 
with him. I told him what little Ralphie 
had told me and how miserable it had 
made me feel. I told him how shocked I 
had been when he, himself, had uttered 
the first harsh words to me—and how | 
had realized that he had spoken the truth 
in his criticism of me. I went over with 
him some of the things I had read and 
talked about in the last few days. 

Ralph listened as I talked. His first re- 
action was incredulous. Then slowly a 
smile spread over his face. 

“So you see, Ralph,” I finished. “It’s 
been a grand mess-up and it’s been my 
fault. There’s only one thing that hurts 
and that’s a little bit your fault. You had 
your mind made up that you wouldn’t have 
a spoiled son, but you let your wife go 
along being spoiled and self-centered. I 
don’t want to be spoiled any more and | 
can’t be happy any more unless I’m help- 
ing to make you and Ralphie happy.” 

It’s been a very different story ever since 
that day I talked with Ralph. I no longer 
sought to be waited on, catered to, pam- 
pered and “the boss.” In our house now 
Ralph and I wear the pants together. And 


they fit nicely. THE END 
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Health 
(Continued from Page 36) 


can be prepared, it is astounding that no 
one had previously thought of the method. 
The principle of its isolation is simple. 
The pancreas is in fact two organs. One 
part secretes powerful digestive ferments 
which are poured out into the bowels. An- 
other part secretes the hormone which is 
necessary for utilization of sugar. This 
hormone is poured directly into the blood 
stream. Heretofore, scientists had ground 
up the gland and made watery extracts of 
it but they found that the extracts had no 
effect on diabetes. 

Dr. Banting reasoned that the strong 
digestive ferments digested and destroyed 
the hormone before the extracts could be 
used. He believed that if the action of 
these ferments could be quickly stopped. 
then the sugar hormone would be un- 
harmed and could be isolated at leisure. 
Consequently he removed the pancreas 
from slaughtered cattle as quickly as pos- 
sible and dropped them into a solution of 
strong acid in alcohol, substances which 
antagonized the digestive ferments. Now 
he found that extracts of the glands in- 
jected into diabetics would relieve them 
of their symptoms. Further steps consisted 
of isolating and purifying the substance 
known as insulin, which can now be pur- 
chased for a few cents at any corner drug- 
store. 

It is now a fact that, thanks to insulin. 
no one ever needs to die from diabetes. It 
is true, however, that insulin cannot cure 
the disease but it can restore a diabetic to 
an almost normal condition as long as it 
is given. A diabetic properly treated with 
insulin can live as long and as healthfully 
as a normal person provided he remains 
under treatment. 

There are still many puzzling problems 
about the disease whose answers are 
sought. For instance, no one clearly knows 
what causes the disease in the first place, 
nor does anyone know how to restore the 
sugar-utilizing function of the pancreas 
once it is lost. Also, it is not understood 
why in the face of a tremendous drop in 
the mortality from diabetes there are still 
about 40,000 people who die each year 
from the disease. 

No other disease requires a closer co- 
operation between doctor and patient than 
does diabetes. As long as the diabetic car- 
ties out the rules established for him by 
his physician, he will remain well and 
happy. If the rules are violated severe 
penalties in the form of suffering and even 
death will be paid. 

The first thing the doctor will do for 
his diabetic patient is to determine the 
degree of his illness. If it is a mild case 
the body may be able to utilize enough 
sugar to meet the necessary requirements 
although this amount may be below the 
quantities of sweets the patient is accus- 


tomed to eating. Such individuals may be 
satisfactorily treated with a diet contain- 
ing just the quantity of sugar or its equiva- 
lent in starch that can be tolerated without 
appearing as sugar in the urine. Other 
patients may not be able to eat enough 
sugar to maintain life without it spilling 
out through the kidneys. In this case in- 
sulin must be given. 

The dosage of insulin prescribed is de- 
termined by the smallest amount required 
to keep sugar from the urine when it is 
eaten in a quantity required for proper 
nutrition. Once this amount is determined 
the patient should see to it that his diet 
always contains the same amount of sugar 
and that constant dosages of insulin are 
regularly taken except that on certain un- 
usual occasions the dosages may have to 
be increased or decreased. Since the bal- 
between diet and insulin dosage is 


ance 
nicely balanced variations in either are 
serious. The patient is between Scylla and 


Charybdis. Too much sugar eaten for the 
insulin taken may result in diabetic coma 
that can be fatal. Too much insulin taken 
for the sugar eaten may result in insulin 
shock that may be equally fatal. 

There are several things that every dia- 
betic patient should know. He must real- 
ize that the continued presence of sugar 
in the urine allows the condition to get 
progressively Various bodily or- 
gans such as the heart, liver. kidneys. and 
eyes do not get good nourishment resulting 
in, among other things, cataracts. kidney 
trouble, hardening of the arteries, and 
gangrene. In order to know that his con- 
dition is under control, the diabetic should 
learn how to test his urine for sugar. This 
is an easy procedure which the doctor will 
teach one to perform. 


worse. 


Patients. both those treated with diet 
alone and those taking insulin, should 
learn to calculate the amount of sugar. 


protein. and fat in their food and to accu- 
rately measure their daily menus in these 
terms. 

There is an element of heredity in dia- 
betes. A person who knows that either of 
his parents had the disease should particu- 
larly be examined frequently for sugar in 
the urine. An inherited tendency to dia- 
betes is apt to appear as the full-blown 
disease early in life and the earlier the 
condition appears the more likely it is to 
be severe. a fact which should stress more 
thoroughly the need for frequent examina- 
tion. 

A diabetic should not scare himself into 
being an invalid yet he should take his 
condition seriously. He should follow the 
doctor’s orders, stick to his diet, avoid 
overweight, work and exercise normally, 
sleep and rest properly, pay attention to 
personal cleanliness, and keep his peace 
of mind. He should learn all he can about 
the disease and not take gossip for gospel. 
Remember that if you are a diabetic you 
can be your worst enemy by violating the 
instructions that are established by cold 
scientific facts. 
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If husbands only knew 
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Written by a registered physician. 
This booklet tells in detail how to gain 
complete confidence in your own dainti- 
ness. It explains the hygienic impor- 
tance of syringing as regularly as you 
bathe. Illustrates the various Faultless 
Feminine Syringes widely preferred for 
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their ease and simplicity of use and their 
special advantages for travel. “Intimate 
Feminine Care,” is sent free in a plain 
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Child Care 


(Continued from Page 44) 


Many children grow up in fear of thun- 
der and lightning primarily because so 
many adults show an unreasonable fear 
of storms. The child who sees his mother 
and father reacting calmly to the noise and 
flash of a summer storm soon learns to 
take storms in stride and shows a curi- 
osity that usually manifests itself in ques- 
tions like, “What makes the thunder?” 
and “Where does the lightning come 
from?” The child whose mother insists 
upon pulling down all blinds when the 
lightning begins to flash will usually end 
up cowering in a corner at the first distant 
rumble of thunder. 

Probably the most destructive of fears 
that plague many children are the fears 
that come from a feeling of insecurity in 
the family and have nothing to do with 
physical danger. Children are intensely 
perceptive and can often sense any dis- 
agreement between parents no matter how 
hard they try to hide it from the child. 
Children at all times want to be loved and 
any indication which shows that they are 
in any way a trial to the family gives them 
a feeling of insecurity that makes them 
afraid. 

The mother who says before a child that 
she “just must get away from the house 
and child for awhile” makes him fear that 
he is not loved and when she leaves him 
he constantly worries about “When will 
Mommie come home?” When the mother 
of an insecure child puts on her coat to 
leave, he may even throw a tantrum be- 
cause of the fear she will not return. 

Parents who complain to friends that 
they have not been able “to go anywhere 
since-the children came” are often unwit- 
tingly sowing the seeds of insecurity and 
fear in the minds of their children. The 
fear of parents leaving the home or not 
loving their children because of the incon- 
venience children cause is one which 
causes much heartache among even tod- 
dlers. 

As children grow older they fear school. 
loss of friends and even such things as 
war and the atom bomb. Over-ambitious 
parents aho feel their children should 
stand at the top of their classes often make 
the average child’s life a nightmare of fear 
because of parental disapproval every time 
a report card is carried home. 

A child should grow up secure in the 
knowledge that he is loved and wanted by 
his family. He should be taught to be care- 
ful of dangers without being made fearful 
of them. Wise and thoughtful parents 
should be able to bring up children who 
are happy, well-adjusted individuals with- 
out having to rely constantly upon books 
of psychology. No matter how much au- 
thorities manage to confuse the picture 
with high-sounding phrases, rearing well- 
adjusted children takes nothing but com- 
mon sense. 


How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 5) 


roly-poly blues singer, had all kinds of fun 
clowning while I went through my number, 
We had a lot of laughs together but soon 
had to part when bookings took us in dif 
ferent directions. 

We caught up with each other again jp 
New York in 1937 when Basie opened at 
the Roseland Ballroom with his exciting 
new band, which he had organized jp 
Kansas City following the death of Bennie 
Moten. Bill was much too busy to attend 
to a trivial matter like an old romance, so 
nothing happened that time. 

One night in 1938, though, we bumped 
into each other in a 52nd Street spot and 
Bill’s eyes lit up like he had just met some. 
body new. I actually thought that night 
that he had forgotten all about our previ- 
ous meetings. Anyhow, he was exceed- 
ingly gracious to me. 

Later that year we met in Atlantic City 
and found time to build up an old friend- 
ship. “If it’s the last thing I ever do, I’m 
going to have you as my wife,” Bill told 
me one afternoon as I was getting into an 


automobile. He invited me to come up 
and see his etchings. I laughed and drove 
off. 


I joined a show and went out on the 
road with it, and we lost contact with each 
other for months. We managed to meet 
in places like Detroit and Hollywood but 
there was always a lot of people around 
and no time to really sit down and talk. 
We decided though that sooner or later 
we'd have to join up for good. 

In 1941 Bill’s mother died and I re- 
turned to Hollywood, where I had _ been 
working on a picture, to go to New York 
and get the guy. I decided that I couldn't 
remain in Hollywood making pictures and 
have that wonderful guy too. So I went 
out to New York and joined him. 

Bill used to talk a lot about getting mar- 
ried but I refused to take him too seri- 
ously. It was hard to believe that he meant 
what he was saying. He proposed a num- 
ber of times. One of the most picturesque 
proposals occurred in a taxicab at the 
corner of 7th Avenue and 117th Street. 
“C’mon, baby, let’s get married,” Bill mur- 
mured very romantically. I said no again. 
And the meter kept right on ticking. 

The big problem had to do with my de- 
sire to remain in show business, and Bill's 
determination that I should quit my career. 
Bill kept insisting. So on Aug. 21, 1942. 
we agreed to do it. We found a justice 
of the peace in Kansas City, Mo., and 
were married quietly. We spent a very 
unromantic honeymoon with Count’s band 
on the road, doing one-nighters. We had 
each other, and that was all that mattered. 

Our child was born in Cleveland in 1944. 
Since 1946 we have been living in St. Al- 


bans, Long Island. 
THE END 
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NEW! MAGIC PANEL FEATURE SLIMS LIKE MAGIC! 
LOOK SLIMMER, MORE YOUTHFUL 





You will feel like this beau- 
tiful model in your new 
and improved cool—light 
weight FIGURE-ADJUSTER. 


WHY DIET? TRY IT! 


@ TAKES INCHES OFF 
TUMMY! 


@ RAISES ABDOMEN AND 
KEEPS IT IN! 


@ LIKE MAGIC IT BRINGS 
IN WAIST 


@® MAKES SPREADING 
HIPLINES CONFORM TO 
FIRM BEAUTY 


@ SMOOTHES AND SLIMS 
THIGHS 


@ MAKES YOUR CLOTHES 
FIT BEAUTIFULLY 





YOUR APPEARANCE! 


THE FIGURE-ADJUSTER MUST BE THE BEST GIRDLE YOU EVER 
WORE .. . YOU MUST FEEL MORE COMFORTABLE, and you MUST 
look and feel younger ... Your shape MUST be noticeably improved 
or you get every cent back at once! 

No matter how many other girdles you have tried, we believe NO 
OTHER GIRDLE CAN DO FOR YOU MORE THAN THE FIGURE- 
ADJUSTER! No other girdle or supporter belt offers you more CON- 
TROL, BULGE control, HOLD-IN and STAY-UP power . . . safely 
scientifically. No other girdle can begin to approach the miracle- 
working FIGURE-ADJUSTER feature! Figure-Adjuster is LIGHT in 
weight, yet powerfully strong! Figure-Adjuster allows AIR to cir- 
culate through it, ABSORBS perspiration, is made by the most skilled 
craftsmen, and allows you to ADJUST it to just the right amount of 
BULGE-CONTROL you like and NEED for an IMPROVED FIGURE! 
MAGIC PANEL CONTROL: No laces show when you wear a 
SLIMMING Figure-Adjuster. The contro] you get is completely COM- 
FORTABLE ... and GUARANTEES healthful, lasting support. Its 
satin TUMMY PANEL laces right up to meet the bra—NO MIDRIFF 
BULGE! LIFTS and FLATTENS the tummy, SLIMS down the waist, 
TRIMS the hips and eliminates the “SPARE TIRE’ waistline roll! The 
magic ADJUSTABLE, slimming, easily controlled panel is scientifically 

designed and is the result of testing different kinds of panels on thou- TRULY SENSATIONAL AT 
sands of women! Figure-Adjuster creates the ‘‘BALANCED PRESSURE” that 









gives each bulge the exact amount of RESTRAINT it requires. It gives 

you the right amount of SUPPORT where YOU need it MOST! Let Figure- 

Adjuster give you MORE figure control . . . for more of your figure... 

let it give you a more BEAUTIFUL FIGURE .. . the slimmer, trimmer 

figure that INVITES romance. You ACTUALLY APPEAR SLIMMER AT ONCE NOW 

WITH THE MAGIC PANEL control of Figure-Adjuster. Colors nude, blue or formerly $6.50 

white panty or regular. Sizes 24 inch waist to 48 only $4.98. TRIM UNWANTED INCHES 
MAKE THIS TEST WITH YOUR OWN HANDS! OFF YOUR MIDRIFF, 

Clasp your hands over your ABDOMEN, press upwards and in gently but waist and hips with real breathe-easy comfort. 

FIRMLY. You feel better, don’t you! That’s just what the UP-LIFT adjust- New scientific construction whittles away rolls 

and bulges . . . slimming, easy-to-adjust rayon 


able FIGURE-ADJUSTER does for you, only the FIGURE-ADJUSTER does it Satin tummy panel laces right up to your bra. 
better. MAIL COUPON AND TEST IT AT HOME FOR 10 days trial at our In powerful, Speue- write, lent plus oF — 
expense! NO OTHER GIRDLE AT THIS PRICE CAN GIVE YOU BETTER  (a9"-30"), Extra Large | (31"-32").. Also 
SUPPORT, can make you look better, feel better or appear slimmer and ‘PLUS SIZES for the fuller figure, XX (33° = 
2 35”). XXX  (36”-38"), XXXX  (39"-40"), 
younger! Sizes 24 to 48 waist. XXXXX (41"-44"), XXXXXX (46”-48”). 


<a") 100% MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! 


uaranteed by 
Good Housekeeping 
<r . 
Test the Figure-Adjuster at home for ten days trial at our expense! It’s sent on approval! It must do all we claim for 
it or return it after ten days and we'll send your money right back. We take all the risk... that’s because we know 
that even though you may have tried many others you haven't tried the BEST until you have tried a FIGURE-AD- 


> 
JUSTER! MAIL COUPON NOW! 


Guaranteed to Delight or Your Money Back... 10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 


GIFT For Your Mites hema hed | af 


FIGURE-ADJUSTER CO., DEPT. 356 

318 Market St., Newark, New Jersey 

Yes! Please rush “FIGURE-ADJUSTER” on approval. If not 
delighted I may return girdle within 10 days. 

(]I will pay postman $4.98 plus postage. 

JI enclose $5.00, cash, check or money order, send postage 
prepaid. (I save up to 75c postage.) 
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4 b] 
“SECRETS OF LOVELI- Figure Ss 
NESS” booklet tells how 
to take advantage of Sake 


correct choice of MAIL 


clothes, proper use of 








make-up and other THIS Color 2nd color ChOICE.............0...s000 
secrets to help you look SED.....cecccccesrcccssc ey GRIGIO « ..00..ssecnnsseonensees Rs cascsipeeciaiibiiens 
years younger, pounds COUPON III sh enssscpr nase ecectenercidacoearnsesticenlvitbaee 

Address..... -_ 
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Please PRINT carefully. BE SURE TO GIVE YOUR SIZE 


and inches. slimmer, i 
will be included with Now! 


your order, 





GET To KNOW 
CHESTERFIELD 


... theyre really 
good to you! 


THELMA 
CARPENTER 


STAR OF 
STAGE AND SCREEN 








ghr 1951, Liccerr & Myers Tobacco Co 








